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7 EN Serife di Harb, or Shth rag an * 
Keen Satire is the Buſineſs of the Stagg. 
When the Plain Dealer awrit, he lass d thoſe Crimes, 

Which then infeſted moſt— the modiſb Times: 
But now, when Faction ſleeps, and Sloth is fed, - 
And all our Youth in active Fields are bred; 
When thro GREAT BRITAIN's fair extenſive Round. 
The Trumps of” Fame the Notes of Union ſound ; 
When Anna's Sceptre points the Laws their Courſe 
And her Example gives her Precepts Force; 
There ſcarce is Room for Satire; all our Lays 
Muſt be, or Songs of Triumph, or of Praiſe. 
But, as in Grounds beſt cultivated, Tares- 
And Popies riſe among the golden Ears; © 
Our Produdt fo, fit for the Field or School, 3 
Muft mix with Nature's faw'rite Plant a Fool, 
A Weed that has to twenty Summers rann. 
Shoots up in Stalks, and vegetates to Man. 

Sinpling our Author goes from Field to Field, 
And culls fuch Fools as may Diwverfion yield; 
And, Thanks to Nature, there's no want of thoſe,. 
For Rain or Shine, the thriving Coxcomb grows. 

Follies to-night ave fſhew ne er laſh'd before, 5 
Yet ſuch as Nature Geaus you ev'ry Hour: e 
Nor can the Pictures give à juft en 5 id 
For Fools are made for 8 to Men 7 80 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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"MEN. *- 


DE | - Two Gentlemen of bro- . 4. 
Ai 3 ken fortunes, the firſt 855 Milli. 


as maſter, and the ſe- 


Anker, C cond as ſervant. 5 Ne, hog 
Count A French Officer, priſon- 33 
Bellair, (er at Litchfield, Mr. Berus. 


A country blockhead, | 
Sullen, hentat e Een a J Mr. Verbruggen. 


Freeman, A Gentleman from London. Mr. Keen. 


Foigard, 4.4 e e ny to the 0 Mr. Bower. 
Gibbet, A Highway-Man. Mr. Ciòber. 
- Hounſlow, : 


Bag ſhot. His companions. 


© Boniface, * Landlord of the Inn, Mr. Bullock. 
Scrub, Servant to Mr. Sullen, Mr. Norris. 


. x WOM E N. 
An old, civil, country 

. ſ Gentlewoman, that | 
| Lady j cures all her neigh- 

Bounti ful, | bours of all diſtem- 
1 pers, and fooliſhly fond 

C of her ſon Sullen. | 
Dorinda, Lady Bountiful's daughter. Mrs. Bradſhaw. 


Mrs, Poavel. 


% 


Mrs. Sullen, Her daughter-in-law. Mrs. Oldfield. 


Gip/ey, Maid to the Ladies. Mrs. Mills. 


| TE „The landlord's daugh- ? es 
| Cherry, 8s ter in the Inn. : Furs n. 


* 4 


Scene, LITCHFIELD. 


. o — 


— 


A 


SCE N E, An Inn. 5 


En nter BONIFACE running. 


Hawberlain, maid, Cherry, daughter Chery z 
al ae all dead? 
A 1 8 CuzAar running. | | 
Cher. Here, here. Why d' ye bawl = faber. 
think we have no ears? 


the company of the Warrington coach has ſtood in the 
chambers. 
red- coat in the coach, nor footman behind it. 


night. 


* —— 3 


ye. | 
Bon. You deſerve to have none, you mw minx: 

hall this hour, and no. Boer to, ſhew them to their 
Cher. And let em wait, | . 4 chere 8. ae 8 


Bon. But 1985 threaten to go to eee inn to- | 


5 — a 
Sx Fi 1 S 
— * ; ; 
P 
” 


— ———ů—— — 2 — 
1 
LP i 2 N 


— * * 
. * 


r eee. tb 3 
3 — m 
a mn” * _— 4 
: * / : * 
2 2 
Ly 
4 


* 
[ — 
' 


* 


9 


— 


8 


n 
— + 5 
\ 


* Y N P - 7 \ 
ff i * N 


6 5 Tux B FAUX STRA TAGE Mt. 
Cher. That they dare not. for fear the coachman 


ſhould overturn them to-morrow 
Here s the London coach arriv'd. 


— coming. 


Enter ſeveral people with Sal. band-boxes, with ="M 


luggage, and croſs the Hage. f 5 
Bon. Weicome, Ladies. - 
Cher, Very, welcome, Gentlemen.——Chamber- 
lain, ſhew the r and the 7 1 
[Exit 75 the company. 


Euter Aimwell in a cate habit, Archer as a footman, | 


carrying a porimanteau. 
Bon. "This way, this way, Gemlinien: 
Aim. Set down the things; go to tlie 1 and 
ſee my horſes well rubb'd. 
Arch. 1 ſhall, Sir. | 
Aim. You're my landlord, I ſuppoſe ? 
Bon. Ves, Sit, I'm old. Will. Boniface, pretty well 
| known upon this road, as the ſaying is. 
Ain. O] Mr. D your ſervant. 
Bon. O, Sir What will your. honour . 


* 


to drink, as the ſaying is ? 


Aim. I have hear'd your town of Litchfeld much 
fam'd for ale, I think ; Fll taſte that. 
Bon. Sir, T have now in my cellar ten tun of. the 


| bel ale in Stafford/cire , *tis ſmooth as oil, ſweet as 


milk, clear as amber; and ſtrong as brandy; and 
vill be juſt fourteen FARE OM oy 5th day of next 
* Marco, old ſtile. 

5 Ann. Vou re very exact, 1 find, in the age of your 
ale. 

Bow, As punQual, Sir, as I am in the age of my 
childcen: I'n ſhew you ſuch ale Here, tapſter, 
broach number 1706, as the” ſaying is z——Sir, you 
ſhall taſte my Auno Domini: 1 have liv'd in Litch- 
Feld, man and boy, above eight and fifty-years, and 


J believe, have not conſumed eight and fifty ounces of 


meat. 


Pg , 1 


"x Wo 71 


a *Y% mon. nn 


62a an 4 6 deer dine as. 


2 
* 


ſenſe by your bull. 


| ſhip's health: Ha! delicious, delicious, 


and an honeſt gentleman that came this way 


” 
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Aim. At a meal, you W if one may gueſs: your 


Bon. Not in my life, sir. 1 bins fed purely 6 po ry 
ale; I have eat my _ dials oy” ale, and - alway 


ſleep upon ale. 


Enter Westen ib betele ant 4 
Now, Sir, you ſhall fee, [Fill;ng it out] your Wor. 
fancy it 
Burgundy, only fancy. it, and 'tis worth ten e oh a | 
adst-:* 
; Aim. [Drinks.]. "Tis: dd firong, - e 
Ben. Strong! it muſt be ſo, or how bool we hs 


ſtrong that drink it? 


Aim. And have you! lived ſo 1008 upon this ale, 
landlord ? 
Bon, Eight had: fifty years, upon my credit, Sir z 


but it kill'd my wife, poor woman as the faying 1 is. 


Aim. How came that to paſs?? | 
Bon. I don't know how, Sir; ſhe would not latake 
ale take its natural courſe, Sir; ſhe was for alifying 
it every now and then with a dram, as — aying is; 
om 
Ireland, made her a preſent of a dozen bottles of uſ- 
quebaugh - but the poor woman was never wel 
after: But how e on, I was e 0 to the 3 
you know. | 
Aim. Why. was it the uſquebaugh that kill'd her? 
Bon. My Lady Bountifal ſaid ſo She, good Lady, 


did what could be done; ſhe cur'd her of three tym- Bt J 


panties, but the fourth carried her off; but wo 8 bappys 


and I'm contented, as the ſaying is. 3 2 


| _ Who's that Lady Bounti/a, you mention? 
on. 


men; 


: "OP: 


'Ods my Life, Sir, we'll dripk her health, — 
[Driaks, J My Lady Bowntiful is one of the beſt of wo- * _ 
her laſt uldand Sir .Charleſs Bountiful, left len. 
worth a thouſadd pound a year; and, I believe, nw 
lays out one half on't in charitable uſes for the good -; 
| * 8 W 5 ; the cures. e ruptures, 2 1 0 
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and broken ſhits in men; green ſickneſs, obttructions, 


The king's 
in ſhort, 


and fits of the mother in women; 
evil, chin-cough, and chilblains in children: 


ſhe has cur d more people in and about Litchfield within 
| ten years, than the doctors have kill'd in twenty, and 
«that's a bold word. 


Aim. Has the Lady been. any other way uſeful in he r 
generation? 

Bon. Ves, Sir, ſhe has a davphiee by Sir Charles, the 
fineſt woman in all our country, and the greateſt for- 
tune: ſhe has a ſon too, by her firſt huſband, Squire 
Sullen, who marry'd a fine Lady from London t'other 

day; if you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his health. 

Aim. What ſort of a man is ne?? 

Bon. Why, Sir, the man's well enou Kio ſays little, 
inks leſs, and does— nothing at all, faith: but he's 

a man of great eftate, and values no body, + 

Ain. A ſportſman, I ſuppoſe. 

Bon. Ves, Sir, he's a man of pleaſure ; he plays at 
whiſk and ſinoaks his pipe eight and forty hours to- 
gether ſometimes. 

5 fo 122 A fine ſportſman, truly! And marry'd, you 

—— * Eh | 


Bon. Ay, and to a curious woman, 81r— But he's 


1 a—He wants it here, Sir. 


- J Pointing to bir forehead. 
: "a He has it there you mean. 


Ben. That's none of my buſineſs; he's my landlord, 
and {0 a man, you know, would not But I'cod, 
he's no better than—Sir, my humble ſervice to you. 
[Drinks.] Tho' I value not a farthing what he can do- 
to me, I pay him his rent at quarter-day; I have a 

good running trade; I have but one daughter, and I 
can give her —— But no matter for that. 

Aim. You're very happy, Mr. Boniface ; pray what | 
other company have you in town? | 


Bon. A power of fine Ladies z and then we have the | 
are officers. 


Ln. O that's right, you. hare a ; good. = 


Ne 


"IH 
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thoſe gentlemen: 1 Pray, how do! you like their com- 
ny 44-2 7 
Pon. So well, as the ſaying i is, , that I cou'd wiſh we | 
\had as many more of 'em ; they're full of money, and - 
pay double for every thing they have; they know, Sir, 
that we paid good round taxes for the taking of em, 
agd fo they are willing to reinburſe us a little ; one of 
n lodges 1 in my houſe. | | . 


Emer Azcunn. : , 
0 Arch. Landlord, there- are ſome French grnclemen 
er below that aſk for you. 
0 Bon. I'Il wait on em Does your maſter ſay long 
in town, as the ſaying is? {To Archer. 
A Arch, J can't tell, as the ſaying is? 
by Bon, Come from Londen ? 
y Arch. No : 
Bon. Going to London, may hap To ? | 
10 Arch. No | 
5 Hon. An odd fellow this: I heg your worſhip' 1 
5 pardon, I'll wait on you in half a minute. [ Exit. 
* Aim. The coaſt's clear, I e. New. my dear, 
5 Archer, welcome to Litehfele. w—_— 
* Arch. I thank thee, my dear brother in iniquity. 85 
: Aim. Iniquity | prithee, leave canting ; you need. 
4 not change your ſtile with your dreſs. ; 
: Arab. Dow t miſtake me, 4imwel!, for tis Aill my 
q maxim, that there's no ſcandal ks rags, nor: age 5 
d. crime ſo ſhameful as poverty. ; 
"a Aim. The world confeſles it every day i in its prac- 
10/ tice, tho' men won't own it for their opinion: Who 
a did that worthy Lord, my brother, ſingle out of the 
| ſide box to ſap with him t other night? - 7-4 


Arch. Tack Handicraft, a handſome, well dreſs d, 
mannerly, ſharping rogue, who keeps the beſt com- 
Pug in town. F 

im. Right: and, pray, who marry'd my La y 
Manſlaughter t'other day, the great fortune? 
1 Why, Nick Ame a profeſs'd bt 


\ 


Ne 
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hah a good bowler ; ut he makes a handſome figure, 
and rides in his coach that he formerly uſed to ride be- 
hind. 


Aim. But did you obſerve poor Fack Generous in the 
perk laſt week? 
Arch. Yes, with his autumnal periwig, ſhading his 


melancholy face, his coat older than any thing but its 


faſhion, with one hand idle in his pocket, and with 
the other picking his uſeleſs teeth; and tho' the Mall 
was crowded with company, yet was poor Zack as 
ſingle and ſolitary as a lion in a deſart. 

Aim. And as much avoided, 150 no crime upon earth 
but for want of money. | 

Arch. And that's enough ; men muſt not be poor: 
idleneſs is the root of all evil; the world's wide e- 
nough, let 'em buſtle: fortune has taken the weak un- 


der her protection, but men of ſenſe are left to their 
induſtry. 


Aim. Upon which topic we proceed ; and, 1 think, 
luckily hitherto : wou'd not any man ſwear now, that 


I am a man ef quality, and you my ſervant, when if 


our intrinſic value were known 

Arch. Come, come, we are the men of ineniaſic 
value, 'who-can ftrike our fortunes out -of ourſelves, 
whoſe worth 1s independent of accidents in life, or 
revolutions in government; we have heads to get 
money, and hearts to ſpend it. 

Aim. As to our heart's, I grant ye, they are as wil- 
ling tits as any within twenty degrees; but I can have 
no great opinion of our heads from the ſervice they 
have done us hitherto, unleſs it be that they brought us 
from London hither to Litchfield, made me a Lord, and 
you my ſervant, - 

Arch. That's more than you could eres 1 8 


But what money have we left? 


Aim. But two hundred pound. 
Arch. And our horſes, cloaths, rings, c. Why, 
we have very good fortunes now for moderate people; 


and let me tell you, that this two Hundred. 0 


7 
9 


ing and feeling, amply gratiſied; and ſome philoſo- 
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with the experience that we are now maſters. of, is a 
better eſtate; than the ten thouſand we have ſpent. 


O ur friends indeed began to ſuſpect that our 
pockets; were low, but we came off with flying co- 


jours, ſhew'd no ſigns of want either in word or deed. 
Aim. Ay, and our going to Brigſell was a good pre- 
tence enough for our ſudden diſappearing; and, I 


warrant you, our friends imagine that we are gone a 


volunteering. : 


Aach. Why, aich if this project fails, it muſt een 


come to that. I am for venturing one of the hundreds, 
if you will, upon this knight errantry; but in caſe it 


ſhonld fail, we'll reſerve the other to carry us to ſome 


eounterſcarp, where we may die as we liv'd, in a 
blaze. ; 1 


but that we have enjoy d em. 


Arch. Right; ſo much pleaſure for ſo much money: 
we have had our pennyworths; and had I millions, 1 


would go to the ſame market again. O London | London 
Well, we have had our ſhare, and let us be thankful : 


a £ 7 
* n P 
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Archer; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our fortunes, © 


palt pleaſures, for aught I know, are paſt ſuch we are 


ſure of; thoſe to come may diſappoint us. 1352 
Am. It has often griev'd the heart of me, to ſee how 
ſome inhuman wretches murder their kind fortunes; 


thoſe that by ſacrificing all to one appetite ſhall ſtarve 
all the reſt—You ſhall have ſome that live only in their 


palates, and in. their ſenſe of taſting ſhall drown the 


other four. Others are only epicures in appearance; ſuch. *_ - 


| Who ſhall ſtarve their nights to make a figure a days, 
and famiſh their own to feed the eyes of others: a con 


trary ſort confine their pleaſures to the dark, and eon 


tract their ſpacious acres to the circuit of a muff-ftring. 
Arch. Right; but they find the Indies in that ſpot 


where they conſume em; and, I think, your kind 
keepers have much the beſt on't 3 for they indulge the 


moſt ſenſes by one expence, there's the ſeeing, hear- 


- 


Be, 
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phers will tell you, that from ſach a commerce there 
_ ariſes a ſixth ſenſe, that gives infinitely more pleaſure 
than the other five put together = 
Aim. And to pals to the other extremity ; of all 
keepers, I think thoſe the worſt that keep their money. 
Ach. Theſe are the moſt miſerable wights in be- 
ing; they deſtroy the right of nature, and diſappoint 
the bleſlings of providence: give me a man that keeps 
His five ſenſes keen and bright as his ſword ;.that has 
*em always drawn out-in their juſt order and ſtrength, 
with his reaſon, as commander at the head of em; 
that detaches em by turns upon whatever party of plea- 
ſure agreeably offers, and commands 'em to retreat upoa 
the leaſt appearance of diſadvantage or danger. 
For my part, I can ſtick to my bottle, while my wine, 
my company, and my reaſon holds good : I can be 
charm'd with Sappho's ſinging, without falling in love 
fy | with her face: I love hunting, but would not, like 
f Actæon, be eaten up by my own dogs; I love a fine 
i; Houſe, but let another keep it; and juſt ſo I love a fire 
woman. e „„ 
Aim. In that laſt particular you have the better of me. 
Arch. Ay, you're ſuch an amorous puppy, that I'm 


afraid you'll ſpoil our ſport; you can't counterfeit the 
paſſion without feeling it. 5 
Aim. Though the whining part be out of doors in 
town, tis in force with the country Ladies 
And let me tell you, Frank, the fool in that paſſion 
3: Mall outdo the knave at any time. | 
1 Arch. Well, I won't diſpute it now; you command 
for the day, and fo I ſubmit; At Nottingham, you 
know, I am to be maſter. - - Ot 
An. And at Lincoln, J again. Y 
© ar.” Then at Norwich 1 mount, which, I think, 
Mall be our laſt ſtage ; for, if we fail there, we'll embark 
for Holland, bid adieu to Venus, and welcome Mars. 
Aim. A match! [Enter Boniface.] Mum. 
Bor. What will your worſhip pleaſe to have for 
fupper ? - e Fi 
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Am. What have you got? 
Bon. Sir, we have a delicate piece of beef i in the 
pot, and a pig at the fire. 

Aim. Good ſup per- meat, I muſt confels mie can' 
eat beef, landlord. 

Arch. And 1 hate pig. | 

Aim. Hold your prating, firrah ? ps you know who 


unt 

eps you are ? [ Aides 
has Bon. Pleaſe to peſpeak ſomething elle; I have 12 
th, thing in the houſe. 

m; Aim. Have you any veal ? 

ea- Bon. Veal, Sir! we had a delicate loin of veal on 


 Wadneſday laft. 
Aim. Have you got any fiſh.or wild-fowl ? 


ine, Bon. As for fiſh, truly Sir, we are an inland town, 
be and indifferently provided with fiſh, that's the truth 
Ove on't; but then for wild-fowl'——we | have a delicate 
like couple of rabbits. | 

fine Aim, Get me the rabbits fricafſſeed. *+ - 


Bon, Fricaſſeed! lard, Sir, they'll eat noch better 
ſmother'd with onions, | 


me, Asch. Pſhaw! Rot your onions. 

I'm Aim. Again, firrah !——Well, landlord, whos you 

the i pleaſe; but hold, I have a ſmall charge of money, and 
ys, wr is fo full of ſtrangers, that I believe it may 

rs in be ſafer in your cuſtody than mine; for when this fel 

8 low of mine gets drunk, he minds ahn Here, 

ſſion lirrah, reach me the ſtrong box. _ 

Arch. Yes, Sir— this will give us reputation. 
and 5 Ade. Brings the box: 
you Aim. Here; landlord, the locks are ſealed down, 


both for your ſecurity a, mine it holds ſomewhat 
above two hundred pound ; if you doubt it, Þ Il count 


ink, it to you after ſupper ; but be ſure you lay it where I 
ark may have it at a mirute's warning, for my affairs are a 
7% little dubious at preſent ; perhaps I may be gone in half 


an hour, perhaps I may be your gueſt, till the beſt part | - 


for of that be ſpent; and pray order your oſtler to _ 
my horſes ready and: but one _— above the * 


| 
= 
b 
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I muſt beg, that you would let this fellow have oi 
of your Anno domini, as you call it —for he's 
the moſt inſufferable ſot. Here, ſirrah, light me to 


my chamber. 


«1rch. Yes, Sir! | Exit, lighted by Archer, 
Bon. ns daughter . 


Enter CHERRY. - 
Cher. Dye call, father? 
Bon. Ay, child, you muſt lay by this * for the 
gentleman; tis full of money. 
Cher. Money! all that money! why ſhes; father, 
the gentleman comes to be choſen. parhament-man. 


Who is he? 


Ben, I don't know what to make of him; ; he talks 
of keeping his horſes ready ſaddled, and of going per- 


_ .haps at a minute's warning, or of faying perhaps till 
the beſt part of this be ſpent. 


Cher. Ay! ten to one, father, he's a highway: man, 


Bon. A highway-man ” upon my life, girl, you have 
hit it, and this box is ſome new purchas'd booty. 


-Now, could we find him out, the money were ours. 
Cher. He don't belong to our gang. 
Bon. What horſes have they ? 
| Cher. The Maſter rides upon a black. 
Bon. A black! ten to one the man upon the black 
map z- and ſince he don't belong to our fraternity, we 
y betray him with a ſafe conſcience ; I don't think 
it lawful to harbour any rogues but my own. Look'e 


child, as the ſaying is, we muſt cunningly to work; 


-proofs we muſt have; the Gentleman's. ſervant loves 
drink. I'll ply him that way; and ten to one he loves 
a wench, . you muſt work him tother way...” 
Cher. Father, would you have x me give my ſecret 
for his ? 
Den. Conſider, child, there's two hundred pound 
to boot. [Ringing without.] ming coming 
Child, mind 1 buſineſs. 2 + | 

des BF + 


— 


< 
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Cher. What a rogue is my father! my father! I 
deny it. My mother was a good, generous, free- 
hearted woman, and ] can't tell how far her good na- 
ture might have-extended for the good of her children. 
This landlord of mine, for 1 think I can call him no 
more, would betray his gueſt, and debauch his * 
ter into the — a footman too. 


ne 
e's 


Enter ARCHER. 


the * What footman, pray, Miſtreſs, is ſo happy 
as to be the ſubje& of your contemplation ? 

ner, Cher. Whoever he is, friend, be'll be but little the 

An, better for't. 


.- ch. J hope ſo, for I'm bs T0. did not think of 


"Oh Sate I had? 

Arch. Why then you're but even with me; for the 
minute I came in, I Was conſidering 1 in what manner 1 
ſhould make love to ou. 

Cher. Love to me, friend ! - 

Arch Yes, child. 

Cher. Child ! manners: if you [ Ws a little more 
diſtance, friend, it would become you much better. 

Arch.Diſtance ! good night, ſaucebox, [Going. 
Cher. A By Ellow; 1 I like his pride. Sir, 
lack pray, Sir, you dee, Sir, [Archer returns.] I have the 
„e credit to be intruſted with your Maſter's fortune here, 
hink WF which ſets me a degree above afootman ; I hope, Sir, 
dok e you an't affronted. 
york; Arch. Let me look you full in the face, and PI tell 
loves ¶ you whether you can affront me or:ino.———'Sdeath, 
loves I child, you have a pair of delicate eyes, and you don't 
8 know what to do with em | 
ſecret Cher. Why, Sir, don't I ſee ev'ry body ? 8 : 

7 Arch. Ay, but if, fome women had em, they | 
pound wou'd kill ev'ry body. Pr yt hee inſtruct me, 1 
_—_— wy; d fain make love to you, but I don L Know what 
; 0 a7. 


Cher. : CD | 1 3 1 — ler. | 
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n Why, did you never make love to any body 
before ? 

Arch. "EXD to a perſon of your kure, I can aſſure 


you, Madam; my addreſſes have been always confi- 
ned to people within my own ſphere: I never aſpired 


Jo high before. 
{Archer ngs, 


But you look fo bright, 

And are areſs'd fo tight, - 

That a man wou'd ſwear you're ri ight, 
Ai arm was e er laid over. . 


* 


Such an air, 


You freely wear | h 

To E nſna re, I | I 
fs makes each gueſt a . | | 

l 

Since FIR my dear, | your gu, E 


 Prithee give me of the beſt 
* Of what is ready areſt: 
Since then, my dear, &c. 


Cher. What can I think of this man ? 4 de.] Will 
you give me that ſong, Sir? 
Arcb. Ay, my dear! take it while it is warm. 
 {KiJes ber.] Death and fire! her lips are honey-combs! 

Cher. And I wiſh there had been a ſwarm of bees 
| too, to have ſtung you for your impudence. 
| Arch. There's a ſwarm of Cupids, my little Venus, 
that has done the buſineſs much better. 
Cher. This fellow is miſbegotten as well as I. [Alde.] 
What's your name, Sir? 
Arch. Name; i Sad L have forgot it, { A 490 Oh! 
Martin. 
ber. Where were you bam? - 1,7 
Arch. In St. Martin's pariſh. $53 

. Gher, What was your father? 

Arch. Of —of—St. Martin's pariſhs/ - SI 

Cher, Then, friend, — __ 8 4 ; 

| Fc 


54" 
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Arch. 1 hope not. 
| Cher. You may depend. upon't, 
5 Arch. Upon what? 
n- 


Cher. That you're very impudent. 
Arch. That you're very handſome. 
Cher. That you're a footman. 
Arch. That you're an angel. 
Cher. I ſhall be rude. _ 
Arch. So ſhall I. 
Cher. Let go my hand, * 
Arch. Give me a kiſs. | 

Kiſſes ber: Boniface calls without, Cherry, Cherry. 
Cher. Im My father calls; you plaguy devil, 
how durſt you ſtop my breath ſo ? Offer to follow 
me one ſtep if you dee. | 
Arch. A fair challenge, by this light; this is a 
pretty fair opening of an adventure; but we are knight 
errants, and ſo fortune be our guide. [ Exit. 


* 
4 


ACT IL SCENE I. 
Will 7 ; ELD Oy ; | 1 
hs SCENE, A Gallery in Lady Bountiful's Houſe, | 


oy Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. 5 
Dor. Orrow, my dear ſiſter; are you for church 

this morning? . 
Mrs. Sul. Any where to pray; for heaven alone 
72 can help me: but I think, Dorinda, there's no form 
of prayer in the liturgy againſt bad huſbands. E 
Oh! Dor. But there's a form of law at Doctors- Commons; 
On! Hand 1 ſwear, ſiſter Sullen, rather than ſee you thus 
| ontinually diſconten ed, I wou'd adviſe you to apply 

o that: for, beſides the part that I bear in your vex- 

atious broils, as being ſiſter to the huſband, and friend 

to the wife, your examples give me ſuch an impreſſion 
5 of matrimony, that I ſhall be apt to condemn my per- 
ehen io a long vacation all Dog ſuppoſing, Ma- 


am, 


Venus, 


* 
8 
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dam, that you brought it to a caſe of ſeparation, what 
can you urge againk your huſband ? My brother is, 
firſt, the moit conitant man alive. 

Mrs. Sul. The moſt conſtant huſband, 1 grant * 

Dor. He never ſleeps from you. | | 

| Mrs. Sal. No, he always ſleeps with me. 

Dor. He allows you a maintenance ſuitable to your 
quality. 5 

Mrs. Sul. A maintenance] do you take me. Madam, 
for an hoſpital child, that 1 muſt fit down, and bleſs 
my benefactors for meat, drink, and cloaths? 81 
take it, Madam, I brought your brother ten thouſand ' 
pounds, out of which 1 might expect ſome pretty 
things called pleaſures. 

Dior. You ſhare in all the pleaſures that the country 

affords, 

Mrs. Sl. Country pleaſures ! Tacks and torments! 

doſt think, child, that my limbs-amggmade for leap- 
ing of ditches, and clambering over ſtyles; or that 
my parents, wiſely foreſeeing my future happineſs in 
country pleaſures, had early inſtructed me in the rural 
accompliſhments of drinking fat ale, playing at whiſk, 

and ſmoaking tobacco with my huſband; or of ſpread- 
ing of plaiſters, brewing of diet drinks, and ſtilling 
of roſemary-water, with the good old gentlewoman 
my mother in law. 

Dor. I'm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more in out 
power to divert you; 1 cou'd wiſh, indeed, that our 
entertainments were a little more polite, or your taſte 

a little leſs refin'd : but pray, Madam, how came 

the poets and philoſophers, that labour'd ſo much in 
—— after pleaſure, to place it at ** in a country 
ie ? 

Mrs. Sul. Becauſe they wanted money child. 
find out the pleaſures of the town: did you ever bo 
of a poet or philoſopher worth ten thouſand pound ? 
if you can ſhew me ſuch a man, I'll lay you fifty pound 
you'll find him ſomewhere within the weekly bills. 
Not that I diſapprove n 3 as the poets have 

| painted 
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painted them in their landscapes; every Phillis has. 
her C:ryd4-n, every murmuring ſtream, and every flow- 
ing mead gives freſh alarms to love. —— Beſides, you'll 
find that their couples were never marry'd. But 
yonder, | ſee my Corydon, and a tweet ſwain it is, 
heaven knows.—Come, Dorinda, don't be angry, he's 
my huſband and your brother, and between both, is 
he not a ſad brute ? 

Dor I have nothing to ſay to your part of him; 
you're the beſt judge. 

Mrs. Sul. O fitter, ſiſter! if ever you marry, be- 


ware of a ſullen ſilent ſot, one that's always muſing 


but never thinks. There's ſome diverſion. in a talking. 
biockhead, and fince a woman muſt wear chains, L 
wou'd have the pleaſure of hearing em rattle a little. 
—Now you thall ſee; but take this by the way, he 
came home this morning at his uſual hour of four, 
waken'd me out of a ſweet dream of ſomething elle, 
by tumbling over the tea-table, which he broke all to 
pieces; after his man and he had roll'd about ths 
room, like ſick paſſengers in a ſtorm, he comes flounce: 
into bed, dead as a ſalmon into a fiſhmonger's baſket ; 
his feet old as ice, his breath hot as a furnace, ind - 
his handy and face as greaſy as a flannel night-cap.— 
Oh matrimony ! matrimony !-—He toſſes up the cloaths 
with a bafbarous ſwing over his ſhoulders, diforders 
the wiſoie oeconomy of my bed, leaves me half na- 
ed, and my whole night's comfort is the tunable ſe- 
renade of that wakeful nightingale, his noſe——O 


the pleaſure of counting the melancholy clock by a 


ſnoring huſband ! — But now, ſiſter, you ſhall ſee 


how handſomely being a well bred man, he will beg 
my. pardon, _ 


Enter Sewn 
Sul. My head akes conſumedly. ; 
Mrs. Sul. Will you be pleas'd, my dear, to drink. 


| tea with us this morning ? it —_ do your head Wos. | 
: Sul. No. 


Dor. Coffee, brother? 


1 
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Sul. Pſhaw !. 
Mrs. Sal. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go to church 


with me; the air may help you. 
Sul. Scrub 


Scrub. Sir! 

Sul. What day o' th' week is this? 

Scrub. Sunday, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 

Sul. Sunday! bring me a dram; and, dy'e hear, 
ſet out the veniſon paſty, and a tankard of ſtrong beer 
upon the hall table, I'll go to breakfaſt. [ Going. 

Dor. Stay, ſtay brother, you ſhan't get off ſo; you 
were very naughty laſt night, and muſt make your 
wife a reparation : come, come, brother, won't you 
alk pardon ? | 

Sul. For what! ; * 

Dor. For being drunk laſt night. 

Sul. I can afford it, can't I? 

Mrs. Sul. But I can't, Sir. 

Sul. Then you may let it alone. 

Mrs. Sz/. But I muſt tell you, 4 that this 4 is not 
to be borne. 

Sul. I'm m glad on't. 


Enter 6 


Mrs. Sal. What is the reaſon, Sir, that you uſe me 


thus inhumanly ? 

Sul- Scrub! 

Scrub. Sir! 5 
Ful. Get things ready to ſhave my head. [Exit, 


Mrs. Sal. Have a care of coming near his temples, 


Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may turn 
the edge of your razor. [ Exit Scrub. ] Inveterate ſtu- 
pidity! did you ever know. ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a 
ſpleen as his? O ſiſter, ſiſter! I ſhall never ha' good 
of the beaſt, till I get him to town: London, dear 


London, is the place for managing and breaking a huſ- 


band. 

Dor. And has not a huſband the ſame opportunities 
there for humbling a wife? 8 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sul No, no, child, 'tis a ſtanding maxim in 
conjugal diſcipline, that when a man would enſlave 
his wife, he hurries her into the country ; and when 
a lady wou'd be arbitrary with her huſband, ſhe 
wheedles her booby up to town, A man dare not 


-play the tyrant in London, becauſe there are ſo many 


examples to encourage the ſubject to rebel. Dorinda, 
Dorinda] a fine woman may do any thing in London; 
o my conſcience, ſhe may raiſe an army of forty 
thouſand men. 

Dor. I fancy, ſiſter, you have a mind to be trying 
your power that way here in Litchfield ; you have drawn 
the French Count to your colours already. 

Mrs. Sal. The French are a people that can't live 


without their gallantries. 


Dor. And ſome Engliſ that I know, ſiſter, are not 
averſe to ſuch amuſements. 

Mrs. Sul. Well, ſiſter, ſince the truth muſt out, it may 
do as well now as hereafter ; ; 1 think, one way to rouze |, 
my lethargic, ſottiſn huſband, is to give him a rival; 
ſecurity begets negligence i in all people, and men muſt 
be alarm'd to make em alert in their duty: women are 
like pictures, of no value in the hands of a fool, till 
he hears men of ſenſe bid high for the purchaſe. 

Dor. This might do, ſiſter, if my brother's under- 
ſtanding were to be convinc'd into a paſſion for you; 
but, I believe, there's a natural averſion of his ſide ; 


and I fancy, fiſter, that you don't come much behind 585 


him, if you dealt fairly. 

Mrs. Sal. I own it; we are united contradictions, 
fire and water. But I could be contented, with a great 
many other. wives, to humour the cenſorious vulgar, 
and give the world an appearance of living well 
with my huſband, cou'd 1 bring him but to diſſemble, 
a little kindneſs to keep me in countenance. 

Dor. But how do you know, ſiſter, but that inſtead 
of rouzing your huſband by this artifice to a counter- 
feit kindneſs, he ould awake 1 in a real fury ? 7 

78. 


— 


warrant ye — But come, my Lady's tea is ready, and 
tis almoſt church · time. 
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The reads plays, keeps a monkey, and is troubled with 
', - Vapours.' Z | 


| Look ye, Awell, every man in his own ſphere. 
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o 


Mrs. Su/. Let him: If I can't entice him to the 


one. I Wo d provoke him to the other. 


Dor. But how mult I behave myſelf between ye? 
Mrs. SV You muſt aſſiſt me. 
Dor. What, againſt my own brother? 


Mrs. Sl. He's but half a brother, and I'm your en- 
tire friend: if I go a ſtep beyond the bound: of ho- 


nour, leave me; till then, I expect you ſhou'd go along 


with me in every thing; while I truſt my honour in 


our hands, you may truſt your brother's in mine—— 
he Count is to dine here to day. | 
Der. Tis a ſtrange thing, fitter, that I can't like 
that man. | | = 
Mrs. Sul. You like nothing, your time is not come; 
love and death have their fatalities, and ſtrike home 
one time or another :——-You'll pay for all one day, ! 


 [Exeunt, 
SCENE, The Inn. 


TD nnter AtruwELiL dreſi d, and ARCHER, © 
Him. And was ſhe the daughter of the houſe 7 
Arch. The lardlord is fo blind as to think fo ; but 

T dare ſwear ſhe has better blood in her veins. 
Aim. Why dolt think ſo? 
Ac. Pecauſe the baggage has a pert Fe-ne-ſeay. gr, 


Am. By which diſcoveries, I gueſs tliat you know 
more of her. | 


Arch. Not yet, faith; the Lady gives herſelf airs ; 
forſooth, nothing under a gentleman. : 


Aim. Let me take her in hand? | 
Arch. Say. one word more o'thet, and I'll declare 
myſelf, ſpoil your ſport there, and every where elle: 


Ain. 


70 


but 


qti0!, 
with 


LNOW 


airs | 


clare 


elle; 
Ain. 


Aim. Right; and therefore you muſt pimp for your 


Emaſter. 


Ach. In the uſual forms, good Sir, after I have ſerv'd 


myſelf but to our buſineſs—You are fo well dreſs'd, 
Jom, and make ſo handſome a figure, that t fancy you 


may do execution in a country church ; the exterior 
part ſtrikes firſt, and you re in the right to make 1 
impreſſion tavourable. 


advantage: the appearance of a ſtranger in a country 
church, draws as many gazers as a blazing ſtar: no 
ſooner he comes into the cathedral. but a train of whiſ- 
pers runs buzzing round the congregation in a moment: 
— Who is he? whence comes he? do you know him? 
— Then I, Sir, tips me the verger half a crown; 
he pockets the ſimony, and inducts me into the beft 
pew in the church: I pull out my ſnuff box, turn my- 


commanding officer; ſingle out a beauty, rivet both my 


imagination, and ſhew the whole church my concern 
by my endeavouring to hide it; after the ſermon the 


whole town gives me to her for a lover, and by per- 
ſuading the Lady that I am dying for her, the tables 


are turn'd, and ſhe-1n good earneſt falls in love with me. 
Arch. There's nothing in this, Jom, without a pre- 
cedent ; but inſtead of riveting your eyes to a beauty, 
try to fix em upon a fortune; that's our buſineſs at 
preſent. 
Am. Pſhaw, no woman can be a beauty without a 
fortune Let me alone, for a markſman. 
A-ch. Tom! | 
Aim. Ay. | . 
Ach. When were you at church before, pray ? 
Am. Um [ was there at the coronation. 
A cb. And how can you expect a bleſſing by going 


to church now? 


Aim, Bleſſing! nay, Frank, I afk but for a wife! 
[ Exennt. 
. Arch. 


J 
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Am, There's ſomething in that which may turn to 


ſelf round, bow to the biſhop, or dean, if he be the 
ey es to hers, ſet my noſe a bleeding by the ſtrength of 


* 


Y * 


N 4 
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. Ach. Truly the man is not very unreaſonable in his 


demands. — <- [Exit at abe oppoſite door. 


8 Enter Box irack and CHERRY. | 
Bon. Well, daughter, as the ſaying is, have you 


brought Martin to confeſs ? 


- Cher, Pray, father, don't put me upon getting any 
thing out of a man ; I'm but young, you know father, 
and I don't underſtand wheedling. 

Bon. Young ! why you Jade, as the ſaying is, can 
any woman wheedle that is not young ? your mother 


was uſeleſs at five and twenty! wou'd you make your 


mother a whore and me a cuckold, as the ſaying is? 
I tell you his filence confeſſes it, and his maſter ſpends 
his money ſo freely, and is ſo much a gentleman every 


manner of way, that he muſt be a highway man. 


— 


IP Enter GiBsET inachak. 
Gib. Laydlord, landlord, is the coaſt clear? 
Bon. O, Mr. Gibbet, what's the news? 
Gib. No matter, afk no queſtions; all fair and ho- 
nourable. Here my dear Cherry, [Gives her a bag.] 
Two hundred ſterling pounds, as good as ever hayg'd 


or ſav'd a rogue; lay em by with the reſt : and here 


* 


three wedding or mourning rings, tis much the 
ſame, you know—here, two ſilver-hilted ſwords; 1 
took thoſe from fellows that never ſhew any part of 
their ſwords but the hilts: here is a diamond necklace 
which the Lady hid in the private place in the coach, 
but I found it out. This gold watch I took from a 
pawnbroker's wife ; it was left in her hands by a per- 
ſon of quality, there's the arms upon the caſe. 

Cher. But who had you the money from ? 

Gib. Ah! poor woman! I pitied her; from a 
poor Lady juſt elop'd from her huſband, ſhe had made 
up her cargo, and was bound for J[+e/and, as hard as 
ſhe cou'd drive; ſhe told me of her huſband's barbarous 
uſage, and ſo faith I left her half a crown. But I had 
almoſt forgot, my dear Cherry, I have a preſent for a 

FEES C Ms 
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Cher. What is't? 

| Gib. A pot of ceruſe, my child. chat I 5 out 
a Lady's under petticoat pocket, 

Cher. What; Mr. Gibbet, do you think that 1 paint? 

Gib. Why, you Jade, your betters do; I'm ſure the 


n Lady that ! wok it from had a cõronet upon her hand- 
kerchief.— Here, take my cloak, and 80. ſecure the 
7 premiſſes. . | 
ls Cher. I will ſecure * wen [Exit. 
| Bon. But heark'e, where's Hounſlow and Bagſhot # 
N Gib. They'll be here to-night. 


Bon. Dye know of any other gentleman o hay we 
1 on this road ? | 7 $48 
57 Cib. No. 
ds , I fancy that I have two that lodge i in the houſe 
juſt now. _ 
Gib. The devil! how d'ye e ſmoak em 8 
Bon. Why, the one is —_ to church. 
Cib. To church! that's ſuſpicious, I muſt confeſs. 
Bon. And the other is now in his maſter's chamber; 
he pretends to be ſervant to the other ; we'll call him 
out and pump him a little. EL 
Cib. With all my heart. 
Bon. Mr. Martin“ Mr. Martin ! 


Enter ARCHER combing a periauig and faging.. 


g 1 Cib. The roads are conſumed deep; I'm as. dirty as 

t of pd Brendford at Chriftmas A good pretty fellow 
lace phat; who's ſervant are you, friend ? 1 
ach, I 4:4. My maſter's, | Us 

m 4 Cib. Really ? 


per- Arch. Really. = By 
Cib. That's much——The fellow has been at the | 
par by his evaſions. -But pray, Sir, what 78 your 

paſter's name? | 
Arch. Tall, all, dall; [Sings and combs the Eat. 1 i 
This is the moſt obſtinate cur. 8 

Gib. 1 aſk you his 1 2 55 
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Arch, Name, Sir: Tall, all, dall—1 never aſk'd 
His name in-my life. Tall, all, dall. 5 
Bon. What think you now? * 

SGib. Plain, plain; he talks now as if he as . 
a judge: but pray, friend, which way does your mas 
ter travel? 

Arch. A horſeback. 

Cib. Very well again, an old offender Due 
I mean, does he go upwards· or downwards? 

Arch. Downwards, I fear, Sir! Tall, all. 

Cib. I'm afraid thy fate will be contrary way. 

Bon. Ha, ha, tha! Mr. Martin, you're very arch 
This gentleman is only travelling towards Chefter, and 
wou'd be glad of your compa ns that's all-— Come, 
Captain you'll ſtay to night, 1 e; I'll ſhew you; 
Chamber Come, Captain, | 

Gib. Farewell, friend. 
Arch. Captain, your ſervant——Captain'! a a pretty 

fellow ! *Sdeath, I wonder that the officers of the 
army don't conſpire to beat all ſcoundrels in red but 
their own. 


| Euer Cukxxr. 

Cher. 3 and Martin here! I hope hs .did not 
liſten ; I wou'd have the merit of the diſcovery all my 
own, becauſe I wou'd oblige him to love me. [A. ae | 
Mr. Martin, who was that man with my father ? 

Arch. Some recruiting Serjeant, or hed d out 
«trooper, I ſuppoſe. | | 

Cher. All's ſafe, I find. [ 4/aat 

Arch. Come my dear, have you conn'd over the 
c atechize I taught you laſt night? 

Cher, Come, queſtion me ? 

Arch. What is love? 

Cher. Love is I know not what, it comes Tknow n« 
:how, and goes I know not wen. 

Arb. Very well; an apt ſcholar. [Chacks ber unde 
ebe chin.] Where does love enter ? 


Cher. Into the eyes. 
| 4 


— c 


Asch. And where go out? 

Cher. I won't tell you. 

Arch. What are the objects of that paſßon 25 

ber. Youth, beauty, and clean linen. 

Arch. The reaton ? | 
 _ Cher. The two firſt are faſhionable in nature, and 

the third at court. 

Arch. That's my dear: what are the figns. and to- 

kens of that paſſion? 1 

Cher. A ſtealing look, a fammerng tongue, words 
Aur * impoſlible, and actions impracti- 
cable 

Arch. That's * good child: kiſs e—— What 
muſt a lover do to obtain his miſtre( ? | 

Cher. He mult adore the perſon that diſdains him, he: 
muſt bribe the chambermaid that betrays him, and 
court the footman that laughs at him ?!——He muſt, 
he muſt 

Arch: Nay, child, 1 muſt whip you if you don't 
ming. your leſſon ; he malt treat hi 

Cher. Q lay. He muſt treat his enemies with * | 
his friends with indifference, and all the world with 
contempt ; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear more; he 
mult defire much, and hope little; in ſhort he muſt. 
embrace his Tuin, and throw himſelf away. 

Arch. Had ever man .fo hopeful a pupil as mine? 
Come, my dear, why. is love call'd a riddle? | 
Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe a ſac A* 
and tho? a child he governs a man. 


Arch. Mighty well: And why i is love pictur * | 
blind ? 
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Cher. Becauſe the painters, out of their weakneſs or 


privilege of. their art, choſe to hide thoſe. move they. 
cou'd not draw. | 
Arch, That's my dear little ſcholar, kiſs me again, 
And why ſhou'd love, that's a child, governa man? 
Che. Becauſe that a child is the end of love. 
Arch. And ſo ends love's catechiſm. And now, 
* eee go and make 0 maſter's bed. 


ber. 
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Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin—— You have taken 
reat deal of pains to inſtruQ me, and what d'ye think 
I 18 learn'd by it. e 
Arch. What? | | | 
Cher. That your diſcourſe and your habit are con- 
| traditions, and it wou'd be nonſenſe 1 in me to believe 
you a footman any longer. 
Arch. Oons, what a witch it is? 
Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that ob 
ſhall ever dine me; for tho I was born to ſervitude, 
IT hate it: Own your condition, W you love me, 
and then 
Arch. And then we ſhall go make my maſter's bed. 
Cher. Ves. 
Arch. You muſt know then, that I am born a gentle- 
lah 4 z my education was liberal, but I went to London 
aà younger brother, fell into the hands of ſharpers, who 
ſtrip'd me of my money, my friends diſown'd me, and 
now my neceſſity brings me to what you ſee. 
Cher, Then take my hand—promiſe to marry me 
before you ſleep, and I'Il make 2 a maſter of i two 
thouſand pounds. 
Arch. How ! 5 
Cher. Two thouſand pounds that I have this minute 
in my own cuſtody ; ſo throw off your livery this 
Inſtant, and 1'll go find a parſon. 
Arch. What ſaid you ? a parſon ? 
Cher. What? do you ſcruple? 
Arch. Scruple ! No, no; but—two chouſand pounds 
Fou ſay? 
| Cher. And better. 
Arch. Sdeath, what ſhall I do But heark'e, 
child, what need you make me maſter of yourſelf and 
money, when you may have the ſame pleaſure out of 
me, and ſtill keep your fortune in your own hands ? 
Cher. Then you won't marry me ? | 
Arch. ] wou'd marry you, but 


fairly caught: wou d you perſuade me that any gentle- 


— 
\ a a 
; ; 7 


Cher. O ſweet Sir, I'm your humble ſervant, you're 


a man 


or 
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| man who cou'd bear the ſcandal of wearing a livery, 
: WH would refuſe two thouſand pounds, let the condition be 
what it wou'd—no, no, Sir,——but I hope you'll 
pardon the freedoms I have taken, fince it was only 
, to inform myſelf of the reſpeC that I ought to pay you. 
2 [ oing. 
Arch. Fairly bit, by Fatiter——Hold, hold, — 
have you actually two thouſand pounds? 

0 Cher. Sir, I have my ſecrets as well as you when 
you pleaſe to be more open, I ſhall be more free; and 
be aſſured that I have diſcoveries that will match yours, 
be they what the will In the mean While, be 
ſatisfied that no diſcovery 1 make ſhall ever hurt you; 
but beware of my father Exit. 
Arch. So—we're like to have as many eee in 
our inn as Don Quiæote had in his let me ſee 


10 two thouſand pounds! If the wench wou'd promiſe to 
id die when the money were ſpent, I'gad, one wou'd 
| marry her; but the fortune may go off in a year or two, 
ne and then the wife may live— Lord knows how long ! 
vo Then an inn-keeper's daughter; ay, that's the devil 
there my pride brings me off, | 

ite For whatſo'er the ſages charge on pride, 
his The angels fall and twenty faults beſide; 

On earth I'm ſure, mong us of mortal calling, 

Pride ſaves man ott, and woman too from falling. 

R (OY ö 
nds | Ln? 
ce, A C 'T ; III. 
2 nd Ts | . | : ; 
of | SCENE, Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. * ant DorinDa. 3 | 

rs. dul. A, ha, ha, my dear ſiſter, let me em. 
bens thee ; now we are friends indeed; 

or 1 ſhall have a ſecret of yours, as a pledge for mine 
42. now 
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Dnow you u be good for ſomething, I ſhall have you 


in love with a fellow ai firlt ſight? 


| we be as free in our friendſhips as the men ? 1 warrant 
| You the gentleman has got to his confidem already, has 
tavow'd his paſſion, toaſted” your health, call'd you ten 


little of her cephalick plaiſter to put to the ſoles of your 
| Feet? or ſhall | ſend to the gentle man for ſomething g 


„ 28>, er br 
— — 


_— „ — 
- — 


converſable in the ſubjecis of the ſex. 
Dor. But do you think that 1 am ſo. weak as to fall 


Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw ! now you ſpoil all; why ſhou'd not 


thouſand angels, has run ever your lips, eyes, neck, 
ſhape, air, and every thing, in a deſcription that warms 
their mirth to a ſecond enjoy ment. 
Dor. Your. hand, ſiſter, 1 a'nt well. | 
Mrs. Sa“. >o—ſhe's breeding already—come, child, 
with tt—hem a little—lo0—gow tell me, don't you 
the gentleman that we ſaw ar church juſt now ? 
"Dios The man's well enough. 
Mrs. Sul. Well enough! * he not $ wan god, 2 
Narciſſus, a ſtar, the man i'the moon? 
Dor. O ſiſter, I'm extremely ill. 
Mrs. Sul. Shall I ſend to your mother, child, fora 


for you? —— Come, unlace your ſtays, unboſom your 
ſelf. the man is perfectly a pretty mann I ſaw him 2 
- When he firſt came into church. fo 


Dor. I faw. him too, ſiſter, and with an. air that 
ſhove, methought, like rays about his perſon, 
Mrs. Sul. Well ſaid, up with it. dle 
Dor. No forward coquet behaviour, no airs to {et 
him off, no ſtudied looks, nor artful poſture, but 
nature- did it ali 
Mrs. Sul. Better and beiter one touch mate an 
come 
Dor. But then his looks did you obſerve his eyes! 
Mrs. Sv“. Yes, yes, I did — his eyes, well, wha g 


of his eyes ? tail 
Dor. Sprightly but not wandring ; they ben d to 
view, but never gaz d on any thing but me: — A dar 


then his looks ſo humble were, and yet ſo noble, Fs Pat 


| they aim'd to tell me that he -cou'd with pd die at 
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my Kan tho” he ſcorn d ſlavery any where elſe. 
Mrs. Sul. The phyſic works purely- 

find yourſelf now, my dear? 
Der. Hem | Much better, my dear—O, here comes 

our Mercury ! [Enter Scrub.] Well, Senad, what news 

of the gentleman ? 


Scrub. Madam, I have brought youn: whele pacquet | 


of ne. 

Dor. Oper it quickly, come. 

Scrub. in the firſt place I inquir'd who the gentleman 
was? They told me he was a Stranger. Secondly, L 
aſk'd what the gentleman was ? | hey anfwer'd and 
ſaid, that they never ſaw him before. Thirdly, I in- 


| quir'd what country man he was ? They replied, 'twas 
more than they knew. Fourthly, I demanded whence _ 
he came? Their anſwer was, they cou'd not tell. And 


fifthly, I aſk'd whither he went? And they replyed, 
they knew nothing of the matter—And this is all I 
coud learn. 

3 Sul. But what do the people ſay; Can't they 
gueſs? 

Scrub. Why, ſome think he's a ſpy, ſome gueſs he's 


a mountebank, ſome ſay one thing, ſome another; but 


for my own part, I believe he's a Fe/ut. 

Dor. A Teſuit ! Why a Jeſuit? | 

Scrub, Becauſe he keeps his horſes always ready fad- 
dled, and his footman talks French. 

Mrs. Sul His footman! 

Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's footman were gab- 
bering French like two intriguing ducks in a millpond : 
and I believe ny talk'd of me, for they WY con- 
ſumedly. : 

Dor. What fort of livery has the footman ? 


* 


Scrub. Livery ! Lord Madam I took him for a cap- 


tain, he's ſo bedizen'd with lace, and then he has to 

to his ſhoes, up to bis mid leg, a ſilver headed cane 

dangling at his knuckles —He carries his hands in his 

Packets, and walks juſt ſo———{H#alks in a French 2 
N | | | 5 2 


How te 


Bl 
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and has a fine long periwig tied up in a bag——Lord, 
Madam, he's clear another fort of a man than I. 
Mrs. Sul. I hat may eaſily be bat what ſhall we 
do now, fiitey ? EL : | 
Dor. | have it — This fellow has a world of 
ſimplicity and ſome cunning ; the firlt hides the latter 
by abundance Scrub! © | i 
Sc ub. Madam. „ 15 
Dor. We have a great mind to know who this gen- 
tleman is, only for our ſatis faction. 
Scrub. Yes, Madam, it wou'd be a ſatisfaction, no 
3 . 
Dor. Vou muſt go and get acquainted with his foot- 
man, and invite him hither to drink a bottle of your 
ale; becauſe you're buttler to day. 
Scrub, Ves, Madam, 1 am butler every Sunday. 
Mrs. Sul. O brave ſiſter! o' my conſcience, you 
- underſtand the mathematics already: Tis the beſt 
plot in the world; your mother, yow know, will be 
yu to church, my ſpouſe will be got to the ale- 
ouſe with his ſcoundrels, and the houſe will be our 
own—ſo we drop in by accident, and aſk the fellows 
ſome queſtions our ſelves. In the country you know 
any — is company, and we're glad to take up 
with the butler in a country-dance, and happy if he'll 
do us the favour. ; | 
Scrub. Oh! Madam, you wrong me; I never refus'd 
your Ladyſhip the favour in my life. 


4 N 


Enter Gips Ex. 


Ci. Ladies, dinner's upon the table. 4 

Dor. Scrub, we'll excuſe your waiting ?:!!! Go n 

Where we order'd you. e tr 
SCENE changes to the Inn. 

e AiMWELL and Agcurr. | 8 : 

Arch, Well, Tom, I find you're a markſman, 


Aim. f 


im. 
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Aim. A markſman! who fo la ind cou'd bes as not 


# diſcern a ſwan among the ravens! 


Arch. Well, but hark'e, A'mavell. 
Aim. Aimwell! call me Or condates, ci 4 
all that romance can in a lover paint, and then 14 an- 


ſwer. O A cher, I read her thouſands in her looks; 


ſhe look'd like Ceres in her harveſt; corn, wine and 


oil, milk and honey, gardens, groves, and purling 


freams, play'd on her plenteous face. 
Arch. Her face ! her pocket, you mean; the corn, 


wine, and oil, lies there. In ſhort ſhe bas ten thou- 


ſand pounds, that's the Erg/i/ on't. 
Am. Her eyes 


Arch. Are demi-cannons, to be fare ; to Las 


ſtand their battery. Going. 
Aim. Pray excuſe me; my paſſion moſt have vent. 


Arch. Paſſion ! what a plague, d'ye think theſe ro- 


mantic airs will do your buſineſs? Were my temper as 
extravagant as yours, my adventures have nn 
more romantic by half. 


Aim. Your, adventures! 


The 3 that wwith her twice ten hundred pounds, 
With brazen engine bot, and quoif clear ſtarch d, 
Can fire the gueſt in warming of the eg— 


There's a touch of ſublime Milton for you, and the | 


ſubject but an inn keeper's daughter: I can play with 
2 girl as an angler does with his fiſh ; he keeps it at 


the end of his line, runs it up the ne and down n 


the ſtream, till at laſt he pie, « it to hand, tickles the 
trout and ſo whips it into his baſket. 5 


Enter Bow iracx. 
Fon. Mr. Martin, as the ſaying . is 


gc: san 


honeſt fellow below, my Lady Buuntifol's butler, who 
fes; the honour that you wou d £0 home with him and 


E . 1 Arch, 


ſee bis cellar. 
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Arcb. Do e to the gentleman, and tell 
bim I will So mylelf the honour to wait on him i im- 
mediately, as the faying is. 

Bon. I fhall do your Worſhip's commands, as the 
ſayipg is. I Exit S, obſequiouſy, 

Aim. What do you hear ? ſoft Orpheus play, and fair 
Toftiaa fing ! 

Arch. Pihaw !' damn your raptures : I tell you here' 
a pump going to be put into the veſſel, and the ſhip will 
get into harbour, my life on't. You ſay, there's ano- 
ther Lady very handſom there. | | 

Aim. Yes, faith. | 

Arch. I'm in love with her already. 

Aim. Can't you give me a bill upon {eaſt in the 
mean time ? 

Arch. No, no, friend; all her corn, wine, nnd dil, 
is ingroſs d to my market. And once more I warn 
you, to keep your anchorage clear of mine; for if you 
fall foul of me, by this light, you ſhall go to the bot. 
tom. What! make prize of my little frigate, 
While 1 am a upon the cruiſe for you! nit. 


Enter Boxirace. 

Aim. Well, well, T won't. Landlord, RY you 
any tolerable company in the houſe ? J don't-care for 
dining alone. 

Bon. Ves, Sir, there's a Captain below, as the ſay- 
ing i is, that arriv'd about an hour ago. 

Aim. Gentlemen of his coat are welcome every 

where: will you make him a compliment from me, 
and tell him I ſhou d be glad of his company? 

Bon. Who ſhall T tell him, Sir, wou'd 


Aim. Ha! that ſtroak was well thrown in——1'm 
only a traveller like himſelf, and wou d be glad of his 
COMPANY ; that's all. 

Bon, I obey your commands, as the ſaying is. [Exit 

Enter ARCHER. 


Asch. Sdeath! I had hc. what tide will Up 
f Aim, 


| give yourſelf ? 
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Scrub. No! if our maſters in the country here. re- 
ceive a challenge, the firſt thing they do is to tell their 
wives; the wife tells the ſervants, the ſervants alarm 
the tenants, and in half an hoar, you ſhall have' the 
whole country up in arm. 

Arch. To hinder two men Good doing what hap 
have no mind for But if you ſhould chance to tal 
now of this buſineſs? 

Scrub. Talk ! ha, Sir, had I not toned the knack 
of holding my tongue, | I had never liv'd ſo long in a 
great family: 

Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure, at are ſecrets in all 
families. N 

Scrub. Secrets, O lud — I'll ſay no more 
Come, fit dovyn, we'll make an end of our tankard : Y 
Here 

Arch. With all my heart; who knows but you a6 
I may come to be better acquainted, eh Here's 
your Ladies health ; vou have three, I think, and te 
be ſure there muſt be ſecrets amon n. 

l e. Secrets ! Ah? Friend, friend, I wiſh 1%2a 
riend. 

Arch. Am not 1 your friend ? Come, 5 I will 
be ſworn brothers. 


Scrub. Shall we? 


Arch. From this minute—Give _ a- EA 5 ; 5 


now brother Scrub 
Scrub. And now brother Martin, I will tell you a 
ſecret that will make your hair ſtand an end Vou mat; 
know, that I am conſumedly in love. : 
25 That's a terrible ſecret, that's the truth on t. 5 
Scrub. That Jade, Gip/ey, that was with us juſt now _ 
in the cellar, is the arranteſt whore that ever wore a 
petticoat :——['m dying for love of her. 


Arch, Ha, ha, ha,. Are you in love with her perſon, - I 


or her virtue, brother Scrub! | 
Scrub, I ſhould like virtue beft, behalte it is. more | 

durable than beauty; for virtue holds good with toms. 

women — and many A day after * have toll it. 
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Acb. In the country, I grant ye, where no woman's 
Hine is loſt, till a baſtard be found. 
Scrub. Ay, could 1 bring her to a baſtard, 1 ſhou'd 


have her all to myſelf; but I dare not put it upon that 


lay, for fear of being ſent for a ſoldier Pray, brother 
how do you gentlemen in London like that {ame preth. 


| ing act? 


Arch. Very ill, brother S:rub ;—Tjs the worſt that 
ever was made for us : Formerly I remember the 
good days when we cou'd' dun our maſters for our 


wages, and if they refus'd to pay us, we cou'd have a 


warrant to carry em before a Juſtice ; but now if we 


talk of eating, they have a warrant for us, and carry 


us before three Juſtices. 

Scrub. And'to be ſure we go if we talk df eating; ; for 
the Juſtices won't give their own ſervants a bad exam- 
ple. Now this is my mis fortune! dare not ſpeak in 


the houſe while that Jade, Gipſey, dings about like a 
fury 


Once J had the better end of the ſtaff, 

| * And how comes the change now? 

Scrub. Why the mother of all this miſchief i is a prieſt, 
Arch. A prieſt ! 
Scrub. Ay a damn'd ſon of a whore of Babilon, that 


came over hither to ſay grace to the French officers, 


and eat up our proviſions—There's not a day goes 0- 
yer his head withaut a dinner or ſupper in this houſe. 
Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the family? 
Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Engliſb as if he had liv'd 
Here all his life, and tells lyes as if he had been a tra- 
veller from his cradle. 
Arch. Andi this prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted the 
affections of your Gip/zy. 
Scrub. Converted! ay, and perverted, my Jr friend, 
For, I'm afraid, he has made her a whore and a 
I 4 this is not all; there's the French Count and 
rs Sullen, they're in the confederacy, and for ſome 
privat ends vf their own too, to be ſure, 
A. — hopeful family yours, Brother Scrub; 
I ſuppoſe maiden Lady has her lover tos. 
RE 2 Io ; Scrub, 
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's Scrub. Not that Tknow—She's the beſt on 'em, that's ; 
the truth on't ; but they take care to prevent my curio- 

'd ſity, by giving me ſo much buſineſs, that I'm a perfect 

at fave hat do you think is my place in this family? 

er * Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. 

ff. Scrub. Ah, Lord help yo Ill tell A 5 


Monday drive che coach, of a Tuęſday I drive the pl Daft 

ba on Wedneſday 1 follow the hounds, a 7hur/day 1 
the the tenants, on Friday go to mitrket, on * 1 
out draw warrants, and a Sunday draw beer. 8 
ok Arch. Ha! ha! ha If variety be a pleaſure in life, 
we you have _— on't, my dear brother But what 
Ladies are tho 

Scrub. Ours, ours; that upon the right hand is Mrs, - 
z for Sullen, the other is Mrs. R t mind em, 
am Wl fit till, man. — 5 
K in 8 

Ester Mrs. surl an and F 


ke a fo | 
HE Mrs. 8 1 have heard my brother talk of my Lord 
Ainrwell, but they ſay that his deer is the ſiner * gent 
tleman. 
Dor. That's impoſſible, ſiſter. 
. Mrs. Sal. He's vaſtly rich, an very e thay boy, 
ce" Dor. No matter for that; if I can creep into his - 
er 0* heart, III open his breaſt, I warrant him: I have 
uſe. heard ſay, that people may be gueſs'd at by the be- 
4 haviour of their ſervants, I could wiſh we might talk ; 
lid to chat fellow. | 
re Mrs. Sul. So do I; for I think he's a very pretty | 
fellow : come this way, Ill throw a lure for him pre- 
d the ſently. 


[They ws turn towards the oppoſite fide of the age; 


rieſt. 


that 


iend, Mes Sulten arops ber fax ; Archer rans, tolti it uf, — 
kd 8 ; it her. ] © 2 

t and Ab Corn, wine, and oil indeed But, I thin 8 
ſome te wite his the greateſt plenty of fleſh and bid: , 


ſhou'd be my e 22. ay you io—Madam = 
— Your Ladyſhip's fan Wl: > 


crub , 


rub. 
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Mrs. S“. O Sir, I thank vn. What a handſom 


bow the fellow made! 

Dor. Bow ! Why I have known ſeveral footmen come 
down from London, ſet up here for dancing- maſters, 
and carry off the beſt fortunes in the country. 

Arch. [ Aſide.] That project, for aught 1 know, had 
been better than ours Brother de rub, why don't 
you introduce me? 

Scrub. Ladies, this is the ſtrange gentleman' 8 ; ſervant 
that you ſaw at church to-day ; I underſtood he came 
from London, and fo I invited him to the cellar, that 
He. might ſhew me the neweſt flouriſh in whetting my 
"knives. 

Dor. And I hope you han made much of him ? 

Arch. O yes, Madam, but the ſtrength of your . ady- 
'Mip's liquor is a little too potent for the conſtitution of 
your humble ſervant. 

Mrs. Sul. What then, you don't uſually drink ale? 

— treb. No, Madam, my conſtant drink is tea, ora 
little wine and water; tis preſcribed me by the phyſi 
: Clans for a-remedy againſt the ſpleen. 

Scrub. O la! O la !—A footman have the ſpleen 

Boy Sul. I thought that difemper had been only pro- 

ople of quality. 

f Madam, like all other Faſhions it wears out, 
. and ſo deſcends to their ſervants; tho'in a great many 

of us, I believe, it proceeds from ſome melancholy 
Particles in the blood, occaſioned by the ſtagnation of 
wages. 
or. How affectedly the fellow talks !- Hon 
long, pray, have you ſery'd your preſent Maſter ? 
Arch. Not long; my life has been moſtly {pent in 

"the ſervice of the Ladies. 

Mrs. S. And pray which ſer 1 you ike beſt! 

Arch. Madam, he Ladies 21 the honouf of 
5 Ferving them is ſufficient wages: there i is a;charm id 

heir looks that deliver: a plea ure with their commands, 


And | gives our duty the wines of inglinauon, "Mn 
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ſom Mrs. Sul. That flight was above the pitch- of a li- 
very; and, Sir, wou'd not you be ſatisfied to ſerve a 
ome Lady again? 


ters, A-chb. As groom of. the chambers, Madam, but not 
8 as a footman. | | | 

had WW Mrs. Sul. I ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as footman before ? 
don't A-ch. For that reaſon I would not ſerve in that poſt- 


again; for my memory is too weak for the load of 
rvant meſſages that the Ladies lay upon their ſervants in 
came l::don: My Lady Howd'ye, the laſt Miſtreſs I ſerv'd, 
that call'd me up one morning, and told me, Martin, go to 
> my my Lady £/night with my humble ſervice ; tell her 1 

was to-wait on her Ladyſhip yeſterday, and left word 
? with Mrs. Rebecca, that the preliminaries of the affair 
.ady- Wi ſhe knows of, are ſtopt till we know the concurrence : 
ion of of the perſon that I know of, for which there are 
; circumſtances wanting, which we ſhall accommodate at 
le? the old place; but that in the mean time there is a per- 
„ ora WH fon about her Ladyſhip that from ſeveral hints and ſur- 
phyi- WF miſes, was acceſſary at a certain time to the diſappoint- 

ments that naturally attend things, that to her Know- 
cen— Wl ledge are of more importance— „ 
e oo 25 } Ha, ha, where are you going, Sir? 
rs out, Arch. Why, I ha'n't half done———— The whole 
mam Wi howd'ye was about half an hour long; ſo-I happen d 
ncholy to miſplace two ſyltables, and was turn'd off, and ren - 
tion of der'd in capable. . 
# Dor. The pleaſanteſt fellow, fiſter, I ever faw—— 
But, friend, if your maſter be married, preſume 
you ftilk ſerve a Lady. 55 ** 
Arch. No, Madam, I take care never to come into 
a married family ; the commands of the maſter ank 
Miſtreſs. are always ſo contrary, that tis impoſſible td 
pleaſe both. | W 


not married, I find. : Alu.. 
Mrs. Sul. But I wonder, friend, that in fo many good 
ervices, you had not a better proviſion made for 2 


- 


wa { 
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Arch. I don't know how, Madam, I had a lieu- 

- tenancy offer'd me three or four times; but that is not. 
bread, Madam—I live much better as I do. 

Scrub. Madam, he ſings rarely—l was thought to 
do pretty well here in the country till he came ; but 
alack-a-day, I'm nothing to my brother Martin. 

"wk Does he? Pray, Sir, will you oblige us with 
' a fong ? | | | 
Arch. Are you for paſſion or humour? 


Scrub. O la! He has the pureſt ballad about a 
trifle. | 


Mrs. Sul. A trifle ! pray, Sir, let's have it. 


Arch. I'm aſham'd to offer you a trifle, Madam: 
but fince you command me 


[ Sings to the tune of Sir Simon the King, 


A trifling ſong you ſhall hear, 
| Begun with a trifle and ended, &C. 


| Mrs. Sul. Very well, Sir, we are obliged to you— 
Something for a pair of gloves. 


[Offering him money. 
Arch. I humbly beg leave to be excuſed ; my maſter, 
Madam, pays me; nor dare I take money from any 
other hands, without injuring his honour, and diſ- 
obeying his commauds. Exit. 
Dor. This is ſurpriſing: did you ever ſee ſo pretty 
a well - bred fellow ? | 
Mrs. Sal. The devil take him for wearing that li- 
very. _ | . 5 
Dor. I fancy, ſiſter, he may be ſome gentleman, 2 
friend of my Lord's, that his Lordſhip has pitch'd up- 
on for his courage, fidelity, and diſcretion, to bear 
him company in this dreſs, and who ten to one was 
' His-ſecond. i 
Mrs. Sul. It is ſo, it muſt be ſo, and it ſhall be ſo— 
For I like him. | 1 
Dor What! better than the Count? 
Mrs, Sul. The Count happen d to be the moſt 1 
| 2 


* : : — 


Eu- 
not. 


to 
but 


vith 
© 2 


am: 


Cing. 


o0u— 


noney. 
aſter, 
1 any 
| dil- 
Exit, 
pretty 
nat li- 
an, 2 
qd up* 
o bear 
> Was 


o 


agree-/ 
Able 


Tus BEAUX STRATAGEM. 4g 


able man upon the place: and ſo I choſe him to ſerve 
me in my deſign upon my huſband—But 1 ſhould like 
this fellow better in a deſign upon myſelf, ; 
Dor. But now, ſiſter, for an interview with this 
Lord, and this gentleman ; how ſhall we bring that 
about ? 1 | 

Mrs. Sul. Patience! you country Ladies give no 
quarter, if once you be enter'd !———Wou'd you 
prevent their defires, and give the fellows no wiſhin 
time —Look'e, Dorinda, if my Lord a. 
loves you, or deſerves you, he'll find a way to fee 
you, and there we muſt leave it My buſineſs - 
comes now. upon the 7apzs have you prepar'd your 
brother ? ” 

Dor. Yes, yes. i LES | | 

Mrs. Sul. He ſaid little, mumbled. ſomething to him- 
ſelf, and promis'd to be guided by me: but here he 
comes 5 : | 5 


Enter SulrEN. . 
$1, What ſinging was that I heard juſt now? _ 
Mrs. Sul. The ſinging in your head, my dear, you 
complain'd of it all dax. | 
Sul. You're 1mpertinent. 
Mrs. Sal. I was ever fo, ſince I became one fleſly 
with you. ES Cots” 
Sul. One fleſh ! rather two carcaſſes join'd unnatural. 
ly together. | | 
i 2 Sul. Or rather a living ſoul coupled to a. dead 
Ye . | 
Der. So! this is fine encouragement for me! 
Sul. Yes, my wife ſhews you what you muſt do! 
Mrs. Sul. And my huſband ſhews you'what you mu 


F 


ſuffer. ; 
Sul. Sdeath why: can't you be ſilent ? | 
Mrs. Sul. *Sdeath why can't you talk * - 
Sul. Do you talk to any purpoſe ? 
Mrs. Sul. Do you think to any purpoſe? 
l. Siſter, heark e I biſpers.] I ſhan't be home 
till it be late. 8 he 3 
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Mrs. Sul. What did he whiſper to you? 5 
Dor. That he would go round the back way, come 
into the cloſet, and liſten as I directed him —— Bur let 
me beg once more, dear ſiſter, to drop this project; for, 
as I told you before, inſtead of awaking him to kind. 
neſs, you may provock him to rage; and then who 
knows how far his bratality may earry him? 
Mrs. Sul. I'm provided to receive him, I warrant 
you: but here comes the Count; vaniſh: 
[Exit Dorinda. 


2 * Fntcr Count BELLAIR. 
«© Don't you wonder, Monfreur le Count, that I was not 
© at church this afternoon ?' | 
Count. I more wonder, Madam, that you go dere at 
«. all, or ov you dare lift thoſe eyes to heaven that 
« are guilty of ſo much killing. | 
Mrs. Sul.“ If heaven, Sir, has given to my eyes 
the power of killing with the virtue of making a cure, 
„ hope the one may atone for the other. | 
Count © O largely, Madam, wou'd' your Eadyſhip WW" 
& be as ready to apply the remedy, as to give the 
ound Conſider, Madam, I am. doubly a pri- 
* foner; fyſt to the arms of your General, then to 
your more Conquering eyes: my firſt chains are 
« eaſy; there a ranſom may redeem me; but from 
% your fetters I never ſhall get free. 
Mrs. Sal. Alas, Sir! why ſhould you complain 
4 to me of your captivity, who am in chains myielf? 
« you know, Sir, that | am bound, nay, mutt be tied 
up in that particular that might give you eaſe: [ 
*.am like you, a priſoner of war war indeed 
[ have given my parole of honour; would you Wl © 
* break yours to gain your liberty? | 
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Count. Moſt certainly I wou'd, were I priſoner 
« among the Turks; dis is your caſe you're a ſlave, 
% Madam, ſlave to the worſt of Turks; a huſband. 

Mrs. Sul. There lies my foible, I conſeſs ; no for- 
« tifications, no courage, conduct, nor vigilancy, can 

pretend to defend a place, where the cruelty of the 

« governor forces the garriſon to mutiny. 

Count. And where de beſieger is reſolv'd to dis 
« before de place Here will I fix; {Kneels.] with 
© tears, Vows and prayers, aſſault your heart, and never 
« rife till you ſurrender ; or if 1 muſt torm——love 
« and St. Michael and fo I begin the attack— 

Mrs. S2J. * Stand off—Sure he hears me not 
« and cou'd almoſt wiſh he did not the 
« fellow makes love very prettily. I Aſide.] But, Sir, 


Way ſnould vou put ſuch a value upon my per ſon, 


“% when 


ou hs. it coat by one that knows it ſo 
« much 


etter ? 


* 2 


Mrs. Sul. * But nee he hos —— 
18 Lier | 
Count * And one that knows your value well, comes 
& takes, yOu UPs is ĩt not juſtice .? 
Ae to day hold of hers 


5 Hd Sur LER ,woith 1 drawn. 
* 3 Hald, villain, 2 ny _ 
rs. Sul. [ Preſenting a piftol.] * Do ou i 
„ %. © What! murder your huſband, 40 deſend 
* your bully? 
Mrs. Sul 6c Bully! for 3 Sales, bullies 
wear long ſwords, the gentleman has none; he's a 
4 — you know——l was aware of your outrage, 
and * this tc to receive 17 7 violence; and if 
1 e 
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* occaſion were, to preſerve myſelf againſt the force 
* of this other gentleman. A cap 
Count. O Madam, your eyes be better fire arme 
* than your piſtol ; they never mils. 
Sul. What! court my wife to my face! 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Mr. Sullen, put up, ſuſpend your 
fury for a minute. oy | 
Sul. To give time to invent an excuſe. 
4 - - Ms. bat. Feed None: * - : 
Sul. No, for I heard every ſyllable of your dif. 
* courſe. 5 | 
Count. Ah! and begar I tink de dialogue was 
vera pretty. | 5 
Mrs. Sul. Then, I ſuppoſe Sir, you heard ſome- 
c thing of your own barbarity. Sg | 
Sul. Barbarity !. Oons, what does the woman 
* call barbarity ? do I ever meddle with you? 
Mrs. Su. No. | 
Sul. As for you, Sir, I ſhall take another time. 
Count. Ah, begar, ſo muſt I. 
Sal. Look e, Madam, don't think that my anger 
« proceeds from any concern I have for your honour, 
* but for my own; and if you can contrive any way 
of being a whore without making me a cuckold, 
do it and welcome. R 
Mrs. Su/. <* Sir, I thank you kindly; you wou'd 
allow me the fin, but rob me of the pleaſure. —No, 
„ no, I'm reſolv'd never to venture upon the crime, 
% without the ſatisfaction of ſeethg you puniſh'd for't, 
Sul. Then will you grant me this, my deat ? let 
* any body elſe do you that favour but that Frenchman, 
for I mortally hate his whole generation. Exit. 
Count. ** Ah, Sir, that be ungrateful ; for begar. I 
love ſome of yours Madam — © 
Mrs. Sal. No, Sir * e een Th 
* Count. No, Sir! Garzoon, Madarfi, I am 
© not your huſband. 3-5 oy . 
Mrs. Sul. Tis time to undeceive you, Sir Il be- 
** lievd your addreſſes to me were no more than an 
| 6 amuſement, 
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« amuſement, and I hope you will think the ſame of 
my compliaſance; and to convince you that you 
« ought, you mult know, that I brought you hither 
« only to make you inſtrumental in ſetting me right, 
« with my huſband ; for he was planted to liſten by my 
« appointment, 

Count, ** By your appointment? 

Mr. Sal.“ Certainly. 5 

Count. And ſo, Madam, while I was telling 
« twenty ſtories to part you from your huſband, begar, 
was bringing you together all the while. 

Mrs. Sul. I aſk your pardon, Sir; but I hope this 
« will give you a taſte of the virtue of the Eng/i/þ 
% Ladies. f | 

Count. Begar, Madam, your virtue be vera great, 
but Garzoon, your honeſte be vera little. 


| Enter DoxIupa. - 
Mrs. Sul.“ Nay, now-you're angry, Sir. 


me. TEE 
Count. Angry! Fair Dorinda, [Sings fair Dorinda 
anger « the opera tune, and addrefjes to Dorinda.] Madam, 
onour, «© when your Ladyſhip wants a fool, ſend for me: 
y way « Fair Dorinda, revenge, &C. | „ 
ckold, Mrs. Sul. There goes the true humour of his na- 
* tion, reſentment with good manners, and the height 
wou'd „of anger in a ſong — Well, ſiſter, you muſt be 
— No, « judge, for you have heard the trial. : 
crime, Dor. And I bring in my brother guilty. 
d for't Mrs. Sal. But I muſt bear the puniſhment—'Tis 
K? let «© hard, ſiſter. | 5 


Dor. J own it but you muſt have patien 

Exit. Mrs. Sul. Patience! The cant of cuſtom—Provi- 
egar, [ * dence ſends no evil without a remedy—ſhou'd I ly 
20 % groaning under a yoke I can ſhake off, I were ac - 
ceſſary to my ruin, and my patience were no better 


— 


* than ſelf- murder. Ep | 
Dor. But how can you ſhake off the yoke ? 
* Your diviſions don't come within the reach of the 
law, for a div orce. | | 
1 Mrs. 
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* 
Mrs. Sul. Law! what law can ſearch into the 
< Femote abyſs of nature? what evidence can prove 
the unaccountable diſaffections of wedlock ?—can 
* a jury ſum up the endleſs averſions that are rooted 
« in our ſouls, or can a bench give 9 upon 
« antipathies? 
Dor. * They never pretended, ſiſter ; they never 
c meddle, but in caſe of uncleanneſs. 
Mrs. Sul. Uncleanneſ.! O ſiſter! caſual violati- 
. on is a tranſient injury, and may poſlibly be repair'd; 
ec but can radical hatreds be ever reconcil'd ? No, no, 
“ ſiſter, nature is the firſt lawgiver, and when ſhe has 
« ſet tempers oppoſite, not all the polden links of 
„% wedlock, nor iron manacles of law, can keep em 
elk. 
Wedlock we own ordain'd by heaven's decree, 
But ſuch as heav'n ordain'd it firſt to be; 
Concurring tempers in the man and wife, 
As mutual helps to draw the load of life. 
View all the works of providence above, 
The ſtars with harmony and concord move: 
View all the works of providence below, 
The fire, the water, earth, and air we know, 
All in one plant agree to make it grow. 
Muſt man, the chiefeſt work of art divine, 
Be doom'd in endleſs diſcord to repine ? * 
No, we ſhou'd injure heav'n by that ſurmiſe ; 5 
Omnipotence is juſt, were man but wiſe. * 
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10 | SCENE E continues, | 
11 1. | | ; 
| 1111 $ Enter Mrs. SULLEN. © | 
v1 Mrs. Sal. ERE I born an humble Tark, where 
. | | women have no ſoul, nor property, 
1 there I muſt fit contented But in England, 2 
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Fpuntry whoſe women are its glory, muſt women be 


Mc | | .abus'd ? Where women rule, muſt women be enſlav'd ? 

ove : Nay, cheated into ſlavery ? Mock d by a promiſe of. 
can comfortable ſociety into a wilderneſs of ſolitude ?—— 

oted 


1 dare not keep the thought about me. Ol here 
comes ſomething to divert me 5 


Enter a Country-Woman. : 


- oe Mom. I come a'n't pleaſe your Ladyſhiy——your're b 
Hatz Lady Bountiful, a'n't ye ? 

ur d; Mrs Sal Well, good woman, go on. 

no; Mom. | come ſeventeen long mile to. have a cure for 

e has my huſband's ſore leg. 

s of Mrs. Sul. Your huſband ?. what woman, cure your 

) em huſband ! ; 


Mom Ay, poor man, for his ſore leg won't let him 
ee, ſir from home. 1 e 

Mrs. Sul. There, I confeſs, you have given me a 
reaſon, Well, good woman, I II tell yon. what you 
muſt do u muſt lay your huſband's leg upon 
a table, and with a chopping-knife you muſt lay 16 
open as broad as you can, then you mult take out the 
bone, and beat the fleſh ſoundly with a rolling pin, 
then take ſalt, pepper cloves, mace and ginger, ſome 
ſweet herbs, and ſeaſon it wery well; then. roll it up 
like brawn, and put it in the oven for two hours. 

Mom. Heaven reward your Lady ſhip I have two] 
little babies too that are piteous bad with the. gripes 
an't pleaſe you. ö Dn, 

Mrs. Sl. Put a. little pepper and ſalt in their bellies. 
good woman. [Zuter Lady Bountiful.} 1 beg your 
Ladyſhip's pardon for taking your buſineſs out of your” 
hands, I have been a tampering here a little with one: 
of your patients. = 

L. Bount. Come, good woman, don't mind this mad 
ereature; I am the perſon that you want, and tuppole: 
What wou'd you have, woman? | 


Mrs, SJ. She wants ſomething for her buſband's fore 
leg. N : 1 | | 


— May es 
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L. Bount. What's the matter with his leg. goody ? 
Won, It came firſt, as one might ſay, with a ſort of 
dizzineſs in his foot, then he had a kind of lazineſs in 
his joints, and then his leg broke out, and then it ſwell'd, 
and then it clos'd again, and then it broke out again, 


and then it feſter'd, and then it grew better, and then it 
grew worſe again. 


Mrs. Sul. Ha, ha, ha. | 
L. Bount. How can you be merry with the misfortunes 
of other people? 
Mrs. Sul. Becauſe my own made me ſad, Madam. 
L. Bount. The worſt reaſon in the world, daughter; ; 
your own misfortunes ſhou'd teach you to pity others. 
+ Mrs. Sul. But the woman's misfortunes and mine, are 
. Nothin alike ; her huſband is ſick, and mine alas ! is 
in health. 
L. Bount. What ! wou'd you wiſh your huſband fick? 
Mrs. Sul. Not of a ſore leg, of all things. > 
L. Bount. Well, good woman, go to the pantry, get 
your belly fall of victuals, then l'll give you a receipt 
of diet-drink for your huſband Butd'ye hear, 
. goody, you muſt not let your huſband move too much. 
Vom. No, no, Madam; the poor man's inclinable 
enough to lie till. 
L. Bount. Well, daughter Sullen, tho you laugh, I 
have done miracles about the country here with my 
receipts. 
Mrs. Sul. Miracles, indeed, if they have cur'd any 
body; but, I believe, Madam, the patient's faith goes 
farther towards the miracle than your preſcription. 
L. Bount. Fancy helps in ſome cafes ; but there's 
= huſband, who -has as little fancy as any body, 1 
rought him from death's door. 


Mrs. Sl. J ſuppoſe, Madam, you made him drink 
Plentifully of aſs's mink. | 


« 


nter B runs to Me.. SULLEN, 
Der. News, dear ſitter, news, news! 


Enter 
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f | Enter AgcneR, running. 

n Arch.Where, where is my Lady Bountiful 9 ——— 

, Pray which is the old Lady of you three? 

„ I. Bount. I am. | 

it Arch. O, Madam, the fame of your Ladyſhip's 


charity, goodneſs, benevolence, ſkill and ability, have 
drawn me hither to emplore your Ladyſhip's help in 
behalf of my unfortunate maſter, who is this moment 
breathing his laſt. 


L. Bount, Your maſter ! Where is he ? 
rs A ch. At your gate, Madam, drawn by the ap- 
7 pearance of your handſome houſe, to view it nearer, 


and walking up the avenue within five paces of the 
court-yard, he was taken ill of a ſudden with a ſort of 
I know not what ; but down he fell, and there he 


k lies. | 
L. Bount. Here, Scrub, Gypſey, all run, get my WPI 

get chair down ſtairs, put the gentleman in it, and bring 

1pt him in quickly, quickly 

ar, Arch. Heaven will reward your Ladyſhip for hy 

ch. charitable at. * 

bie L. Bount. Is your Maſter us'd to thoſe fits? 

Arch. O yes, Madam, frequently [ have known 

. 1 him have five or fix of a night. | Mo 

my L. Bount. What's his name? | SEES 
Arch. Lord, Madam, he is“a dying; ; a minute's care X 

any or neglect may ſave or deſtroy his lite. 

goes L. Bount. Ah, poor gentleman! Come, friend, thew 


me the way; I'll ſee him brought in myſelf, 
Exit with Archer, 
5 Der. O, ſiſter, my heart flutters about Rirangely 3; 1 
5 can hardly forbear running to his aſſiſtance. £ 
rink Mrs. Sal. And I'll lay my life he deſerves your af 
dance more than he wants it: did not J tell you that 
my Lord would find a way to come at you? love's his 
dutemper, and you mutt be the phyſician; put on all 
your charms, ſuuimon all your 10. into e FRY 
1114 | 


© ay — — 


o 
. 
* 
, — 
» 4» þ 
— 


_ dewn with him 


afraid to ſhoot, for fear che piece ſhou'd recoil and hurt 
my ef. 3 ä | 


Vor. No, no, dear fiſter, you have miſs d your 
mark ſo unfortunately, that. I ſhan't care for being in- 


: dus minute. | Looking hard at Mrs. Sullen. 
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the whole artillery of your looks againſt his breaſt, and 


Dor. O filter; I'm but a young gunner, I ſhall be 


Mrs. S. Never fear; you ſhall ſee me ſhoot before 
you, if you will. N 


ſtructed by you. 


Enter Alux Ww ETL in a chair, carried by ARchHER a 
Scsuz, Lady BounTieul, GirsET. AlIMwIII 

counterfeiting a ſwoon. e 

L. Bunt. Here, here, let's ſee the hartſhorn drops 
w—";:p/cy, a glaſs of fair water, his fit's very fRtrong— 
Bleis me, how his hands are clinch'd ! 

Arch. For ſhame, Ladies, what dye do (why dont 
you help us: — Pray, Madam, [/e Dorinda] take 
his hand and open it, if you can, whilſt I hold his 
head. Dorinda takes his han, 

Dor. Poor gentleman - —0h—— he has got uy 
hand within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully —— 

L. Bount. Tis the violence of his convulſion, child, 

Arch. Oh, Madam, he's perfe ily poſſeſs'd in theſe 
caſes- he'll bite you, if you don't have. a care. 

Dor. Oh, my hand! my hand! 

L. Bunt. What's matter with the fooliſh girl; ! 
rw got his hand open, you ſee with. a. great deal of 
—_— | ; 

Arch Ah, but, Madam, your daughter's hand i 
ſome what warmer than your Ladyſhip's, and the heat 
of it draws the force of the ſpirits that wax. 

Mrs. Sul. 1 find, friend, you're very learn'd. in theſe 
fort of fits. | 8 

Arch. Tis no wonder, Madam, for I'm oſten trou- 
bled with them myſelf; I find myſelf extremely il! 4 


Mrs 
6 | 


and 


| be 
Gurt 


Mrs. Sud. [He] 1 fancy I could find a way to cure” 


cw | | 
4 L. Bount. His holds him very long. 

| Arch. Longer than uſual, Madam: Pray, young 
Lady, open his breaſt and give him air. 

L Bount. Where did his illneſs take him firſt, pray? 

Aab. To day at church, Madam. 

L. Bount. In what manner was he taken ? 

A ch. Very ſtrangely, my Lady. He was, of a 
ſudden, touch'd with ſomething in his eyes, which atthe 
firſt he only felt, but cou'd not tell whether twas pain 


fore 


Your 
Y in · 


ad 


Error pleaſure. 

L. Bount. Wind. nothing but wind. 
dropt Arch. By (oft degrees it grew and mounted to his 
mg" brain, there his fancy caught it; there form'd it ſo 


beautiful. and preſs d it up in ſuch gay pleaſing colours, 
dont that his tranſported appetite ſeiz d the fair idea, and 
tate I arait convey d it to his heart. That hoſpitable ſeat of 
11 b life ſent all his ſanguine ſpirits forth to meet it, and 
bank, open'd all its ſlaicy gates to take the ſtranger in. 
* L Bunt. Your maſter ſpou'd never go without a 
_ bottle of ſmell to- Oh! he recovers the 
child, lavender-water: ſome feathers to burn under his 
a thei: Wr.oſe — Hongary-water to rub his temples Q, 
Care. he comes to himſelf. Hem a little, Sir, hem 
Giz/ey, bring the cordial- water. 
girl; t [Aimwell ſeems to awake in amane, 
deal ; Dor. How. do you do, Sir ? | 
Aim. Where am 1 ? 22 
Sure | have paſs'd the gulph of filent death, 
And now am landed on the Ely/ar more 
Behold the goddeſs of thoſe happy plains, 
F air Preſerpine - let me adore thy bright divinity, 
[ Kneeli to Dorinda. and kifjes ber hand. 


iand 13 
1e heat 


in theſe 


* _ Sal So, fo, fo! I Knew where the fit would 
en 
Sullen. Aim. Eu erhaps 


Mn. How could thy Orpheus keep his word, 


And not look back _ thee ? 
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| juſt now with one of you old fits, under the trees, 


the air; you don't look, Sir, as if you were perfect 


your diſtemper ſhake it off with a fortnight's phyſic. 


rye 
aſſure you, and ef my own making Drink i it off, Sit 
[Aimwell drinks:] And how d'ye find yourſelf nol 


I. Bount. 8 ay, people are * faint after thelt 
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25 No treaſure but thy ſelf could ſure have brib d him 


To look one minute off thee 
L. Bount. Delirious, poor gentleman,” 
Arch. Very delirious, Madam, very delirious, 
Aim. Martin's voice, | think. 
Ach. Yes, my Lord 8 does your Lordſhip? 
L. Bount. Lord! did you mind that, Di 
Aim. Where am? 
Ach. In very good hands, Sir 


5 18 were taken 


juſt by this good Lady's houſe; her Ladyſhip had you 
taken in, and has miraculouſly brought you to your 
ſelf, as you ſe - 

Aim. 1 am fo confounded with ſhame, Madam, that 
I can now only beg, pardon and refer my acknou- 
ledgment for your Ladyſhip's care, till an opportuni- 
ty offers of making ſome amends I dare be 10 
longer troubleſome Martin, give two . to the 
ſervants. 

Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon into 


frwwnd ona 


recover d. 
[Here Archer talks to Lady Bountiful is dumb: ſhow. 
Aim. That I ſhall never be, Madam; my preſent 
Allneſs is fo rooted, that I muſt export to carry it to 17 
grave. 
Mrs. Sul. Don t deſpair, Sir; I e known ſeveralin 


L. Bount. Come, Sir, your ſervant has been telling 
me that you're apt to relapſe if you go into the air— 
Your good manners ſhan't get the better of ours—You 
ſhall 5 down again, Sir: Come, Sir, we don't mind 
ceremonies in the country. Here, Sir, my ſervice 
—You ſhall taſte my water; *tis a cordial I cat 


Sir? 


Aim. Somewhat better tho' very faint ſtill. 


fit, 


him 


ſhip? 


taken 
trees, 
d you 

your 


„, that 
£NOWs 
"rtuns 
be no 
to the 


IN into 
rfeGily 


2 
preſent 
to my 


veralin 
yſic. 
telling 
e au 
8 Von 
t mind 
ſervice 
3] I cal 


oft, dir, 
1f non 


ſtill. 


ter theſe 


— 
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fits. Come, girls, you ſhall ſhew the gentleman the 


houſe; tis but an old family building, Sir; but you 


had better walk about, and cool by degrees, than ven- 


ture immediately into the air You'll find ſome to- 
lerable pictures Dorinda, ſhew the gentleman the 


way. [Exit.} I muſt go to the poor woman below. 
Dor. This way, Sir. | 


Aim. Ladies, ſhall T beg leave for my ſervant to 


wait on you, for he underſtands pictures very well ? 


Mrs. Sl. Sir, we underſtand originals as well as he 
does pictures, fo he may come along. TIA 
[Ex. Dor. Mrs Sul. Aim. Arch. Aim. lead Dor. 
Euter F01GARD and SCRUB meeting, 
Foig. Saave you, Maſter Scrub. : 
Scrub, Sir, I won't be ſav'd your way—I hate a 
prieſt, I abhor the French, and I defy the devil—Sir, 
I'm a bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt drop of my 
blood to keep out popery and ſlavery, _ 
Foig. Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in po- 
litics, and ſo I wou'd be ſpeaking with Mrs. Gip/ey. 
Scrub. Good Mr. prieſt, you can't ſpeak with her; 
ſhe's ſick, Sir; ſhe's gone abroad, Sir ; ſhe's—dead 
two months ago, Sir. | 8 


1 Enter Girs Ex. | 
Gip, How now, impudence ! how dare you talk fo 
faucily to the doctor? Pray Sir don't take it ill; for 
the common people of England are not ſo civil to 
ſtrangers, as | ES | 
Scrub, You lye, you lye; 'tis the common people, 
ſuch as you are, that are civileſt to ſtrangers. ZE 
Ta Sirrah, I have a good mind to—Get you out, 
ay. THE | of . 
Scrub. I won't. : 3 n 
Gip, You won't, ſauce- box Pray, doctor, what 


is the captain's name that came to your inn laſt night ? 


Scrub. The captain! ah, the devil, there ſhe hampers Is | 
me again';—the captain has me on one fide and the 
=» n H | | prieſt 
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xx. 


| complainings would mollify the marrow in your bones, 


laughs, and he ſtamps, and he fings : in conclaſion, 


not know whider to cry, or to laugh with him. 


- Faig. Leave dat with me, Joy; I am your prieſt, 
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poor on bother: —80 between the gown and the ſword, 
have a fine time on't—But, Cedant arma togæ. (Going. 

Gip. What, firrah, wo'n't you march? 

Scrub. No, my dear, I wo'n't march—but DÞ'll walk: 
—And1'll make bold to liſten a little too. 

[Goes behind the fide, ſcene, and liſten: 

Gip. Indeed, doctor, the Count has been-barbarouſly 

treated, that's the truth on't. 


Foig. Ah, Mrs. Gipſey, upon my ſhoul, now Gra, his 


and move the bowels of your commiſeration: he weeps, 
and he dances, and he fiſtles, and he ſwears, and he 


Joy, he's afflicted a /a Francois, and a ſtranger wou'l 


Grip. What wou'd you have me do, doctor? 

Foig. Noting, Joy, but only hide the Count in Mrs, 
Sullen's cloſet, when it is dark. 

Gip. Nothing! is that nothing? it wou'd be both a 
ſin and a ſhame, - doctor. 

Foig. Here is twenty Lewidores, Joy, for your ſhame, 
and I will give you an abſolution for the ſhin. 

'Gip. But won't that money look like a bribe ? 

Foig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it—if you 
receive the money, before-hand 'twill be Logice a bribe; 
but if you ſtay till afterwards, 'twill be only a gratii- 
cation. 
Gip. Well, doctor, T'll take it Logice,—But what 
muſt I do with my conſcience, Sir? 


Gra. and your conſcience, is under my hands. 
Gip. But ſhou'd I put the Count into the cloſet— 
Foig. Vell, is dere any ſhin for a man's being in a 

cloſnet? One may go to prayers in a cloſhet. 
Gip. But if the Lady ſhou'd come into her chamber 

and go to bed? | 
Fog. Vell, and is dere any ſhin i in going to bed, 
oy ? 

a Gip. Ay, but if the parties ſhou' d meet, „ 

og. 


aſton, 
vou'd 
Mrs, 
both a 
hame, 
; 
if you 
bribe; 
gratif 
t what 
_ prief, 


loſet— 
g in 4 


hamber 
to bed, 


dor? 


Fog, 
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Foig. Vell den—— the parties muſt be reſponſible. 
Do you be gone, after putting the Count in the cloſet, 
and leave the ſhins wid themſelves—1 will come with 
the Count to inſtruct you in your chamber. 


Gip. Well, Doctor, your religion is ſo pure—me- 
thinks i'm ſo eaſy after an abſolution, and can fin afreſh 
with ſo much ſecurity, that I'm reſolv'd to die a martyr 


to't——Here's the key of the garden-door; come in 


the backway, when tis late I'll be ready to receive 
you; but don't ſo much as whiſper, only take hold of 


my hand: Tl lead you, and do you lead the Count, 
PD: LL. DE 


and follow me. 


| Enter Scxus. 

Scrub. What witchcraft now has theſe two imps of 
the devil been a hatching here? There's twenty 
Lewwidores ; ] heard that, and ſaw the pune; but 1 muſt 
give room to my betters. | | 


Enter 9 Bading Don Id DA, and making love 


in dumb- eau. Mrs. SUL, and ARCHER. 


Mrs. Sl. Pray, dir, [To Archer. ] how d' ye like that 
piece 7:5! 


Ae ee find, Madam, how Tupiter 


came diſguis'd to make love 


Mrs. Sal. But what n you there of Alexander's 
battles ? 

Arch. We want only a L Brun; Madam, to draw 
greater battles, and a greater general of our own 
The Danube, Madam, wou'd make a greater figure in 


a picture than the Cranicus; and we have our Ramcilies 
to match their Arbela. 


there? 

Arch. O, Madam, 'tis poor Ovid in bs exile. 

Mrs. Sul What was he baniſh'd for? 

Arch. His ambitious love, Madam, [ Bewwing.] His 
misfortune touches me. | 

Mrs, SJ. Was he ſucceſsful in his amour? 


| Arch. 


Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, what head is chat! in the corner 
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Arch. There he has left us in the dark—He 1 RE too 
much a gentleman to tell. To = 
; Mrs. Sal. If he was ſecret, I pity him. 
Arch. And it he were ſucceſsful, I envy him. 
Mrs. Su! How d'ye like that Venus over the chimney ? 
Arch. Venus! ] proteſt, Madam, I took it for your 
picture, but now | look again, tis not handſom enough. 
Mrs. Sul. Oh, what a charm is flattery ! if you wou d 
ſee my picture, there it is, over that cabinet How 
d'ye like it. 
Asch. I muſt admire any thing, Madam, that has the 
_ leaſt reſemblanceof you But methinks, Madam, 
He looks at the picture and Mrs. Sullen, three or four 
times, by turns.) Pray, Madam, who drew it? 
Mrs. Sul. A famous hand, Sir. 
[ Here Aimwell and Dorinda go of, 
Arch. A famous hand, Madam! Your eyes, indeed, 
are featur'd there ; but where's the ſparkling moiſture, 
ſhining fluid, in which they ſwim ? The picture, in- 
deed has your dimples; but where's the ſwarm of killing 
Capids that ſhould ambuſh there? The lips too are 
figur'd out; but where's the carnation dew, the pouting 
ripeneſs that tempts the taſte in the original ? 
Mrs. Sul. Had it been my lot to have match'd with 


ſuch a man! Aldi. 


Arch. Your breaſts too; preſumptuous man! what! 
paint heaven! A propo, Madan, i in the very next picture 
is Salmoneis, that was ſtruck dead with lightning, for 
offering to imitate Jowe's thunder; 1 hope you ſerv'd 
the painter ſo, Madam. 

Mrs. Sal. Had my eyes the power .of thunder, they 
ſhou'd employ their lightning better. 

Ach. There's the fineſt bed in that room, Madam, 
I ſuppoſe 'tis your Ladyſhip's bed-chamber ? 

Mrs. Sul. And what then, Sir? 

A ch. I think the quilt is the richeſt that ever I ſaw. 
I can't at this diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the 


figures of the pcs. Wal you give me leave, 


Mrs, 


Madam? 2 


3 


3 


2 22 


8. 
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| Mrs, Sul. The devil take his impudence—Sure, if L 


gave him an opportunity, he durſt not offer it. I have 


a great mind to try. ¶ Going. Returns. ]'Sdeath what 
aml doing ? And alone too !\———Siſter, ſiſter 
Arch. 1 ll follow her cloſe 


* 


5 For where a F renchman durſt attempt to florm, 
A Briton, ſure, may well the avork perform. Going, 


. | Enter Scars. ff x 
Scrub. Martin, brother Martin. -> 
Arch. O brother Scrub, I beg your pardon, I was not 


a going: Here's a guinea my maſter order'd you. 


Scrub. A guinea! hi, hi, hi, a guinea !- by this 
light it is a guinea; but I ſuppoſe you expect one and 
twenty ſhillings in change. | 5 28: 

Arch. Not at all; 1 have another for Cipſey. 2 

Scr. A guinea for her | fire and faggot for the witch. 
ir, give me that guinea, and [I'll diſcover a plot. 

 Arch.A plot! DEE ke LOSE 

Scrub. Ay, Sir, a plot, a horrid plot Firſt, it muſt 
be a plot, becauſe there's a woman in't: ſecondly, it 
muſt be a plot, becauſe there's a prieſt in't: thirdly, it 
muſt be a plot, becauſe there's French gold in't: and 
fourthly, it muſt be a plot, becauſe 1 don't know what 
to ma e noe op 3s 3 Gr 

Arch. Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, brother Scrub, 
Scrub. Truiy Pm afraid ſo too; for where there's a 
prieſt and a woman, there's always a myſtery and a rid- 
dle. his 1 know, that there has been the doctor 
with a temptation in one hand, and an abſolution in 
the other, and Cipſch has fold herſelf to the devil; I 
ſaw the price paid down, my eyes ſhall take their oath 


on t. Ts 
Arch. And is all this buſtle about Cipſey? 
Scrub. That's not all; 1 cou'd hear but a word here 
and there; but I remember they mention'd a Count, a 
Clolet, a back - door, and a key. OY: 
2 Arch, | 


* 
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Arch. The Count ! did you hear nothing of Mrs. 
Sullen ? 


Scrub. I did hear rims! * chat ſounded that way; 


but whether it was Sullen or Dorinda. 1 cou'd not di- 


ſtinguiſh. 
Arch. Vou have told this matter tor no beds; brother? 
Scrub. Told! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm 


reſolv'd never to ſpeak one word pro nor con, till we 
have a peace. 


Arch. You're i'th' right, brother Scrub; here' s a 


treaty a- foot between the Count and the Lady. 
The prieſt and the chamber- maid are the plenipotenti- 
aries. It ſhall go hard, but I find a way to be in- 
cluded in the treaty. Where's the doctor now? 

Scrub. He and Cip/ey are this moment devouring my 
Lady s marmalade in the cloſet. 

Aim. | From ævitbout] Martin ! Martin 1 

Arch. I come, Sir, 1 come. 


Scr. But you forget the other guinea, brother Martin, | 


Arch. Here I give it with all my heart. 

Scrub. And ] take it with all;my foul.[Exeunt /everally] 
T'cod, I'll ſpoil your plotting. Mrs. Gipſey; and if you 
ſhou'd ſet the Captain upon me, theſe two 0 will 
boy me aft. | 


Miner Mrr. SULLEN and DoxmDa, meeting. 
Mrs. Sul. Well, ſiſter. 
Dor. And well, ſiſter. 
Mrs. Sul. What's become of my wk: ? 
Dor. What's become of his ſervant ? 
Mrs. Sul. Servant! he's a prettier fellow, and a finer 
_ gentleman by fifty degrees than his Maſter. - 
Dor. O' my conſcience, I fancy you cou'd beg that 
fellow at the\ga!lows foot. 
Mrs. Sul. O my conſcience I cou'd, provided I cou'd 
put a friend of yours in his room? 
Dor. You deſir'd me, ſiſter, to leave you, when you 
| tranſgreſs d the bounds of honour, 7 
N FS, 


us - 
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Mrs. Sul Thou dear cenſorious country gi 
What doſt mean? Vou can't think of the 4 — wks 
the bedfellow, 1 find. | 

Dor. | don't find any thing cnnatural 3 in that thought; 
while the mind is converſant with fleſh and blood; it 

muft conform to the humours of the company. 

Mrs. Sul. How a little love and converſation improve 
a woman! Why, child, you begin to live you 
never ſpoke before. 

Dor. Becauſe I was never ſpoke to before: my Lord 
has told me, that T have more wit and beauty than any 
of my ſex ; and truly I begin to think the man is ſincere. 

Mrs. Sul. You're in the right Dorinda; pride is the 

 lifeof woman, and flattery is our daily bread ; and 
ſhe's a fool that won't believe a man there, as en as 
ſhe believes him in any thing elſe—But I'Il lay you 
a guinea, that I had finer 9 ſaid to me than you 
had. 

Dor. Done—What did your fellow ſay to ye? | 

Mrs. Sul. My fellow took the picture of Venus for 

mine. 
Dor. But my lover took me for venus herſelf. 

Mrs. Sul. Common cant! Had my ſpark call'd me 

2 Venus directly, I ſhou'd have believ'd him a madman 
in good earneſt. 

Dor. But my lover was upon his kenoen to me. 
| Mrs. Sul. And mine was upon his tiptoes to me. 

Dor. Mine vow'd to die for me. 

Mrs. Sul. Mine ſwore to die with me. 

Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſofteſt moving things. 

Mrs. Sul. Ay, ay, mine had his moving ase too. 

Dor. Mine kiſs'd my hand ten thoufand times. 

Mrs. Sul. Mine has all that a to come. 

Dor. Mine offer d marriage. 

Mrs. Sul. O lard ! D'ye call that a moving thing! 2 

Dor. The ſharpeſt arrow in his quiver, my dear ſiſter; 
Why, my ten thouſand pounds may lie brooding here | 
this ſeven years, and hatch naghing at laſt but ſome  » 

1..-natur'd clown lice youre: Anas if J marry 


* 


. 
. 


11 


* 


* 
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I cou'd reſiſt the temptation, 


us can do. 


3 
* 


+ -. 


my Lord 4.mwell, there will be title, place and ꝑrece- 


dence, the park, the play, and the drawing- room, 
| ſplendor, equipage, noite, and flambeaux.— ay, my 
Lady A mwell's ſervants there 
ſtairs ——My Lady A mabell's coach; put forward 


lights, lights to the 
ſtand by; make room for her Ladyſhip. Are not theſe 


things moving ? What! melancholy of a ſudden ? 


Mrs. Sul. Happy, happy ſiſter! your angel has been 
watchful for your happineſs, whilſt mine has ſlept re- 


gardleſs of his charge—Long ſmiling years of circling 


Joys for you, but not one hour for me! [Weep 
Dor. Come my dear we'll talk of ſomething elfe. 
Mrs. Sul. O Dorinda, Town myſelf a woman full of 

my ſex, a gentle generous ſoul ——eaſy and yielding to 


| ſoft deſire ; a ſpacious heart, where love and all his 


train might lodge: and mult the fair apartment of my 
breaſt be made a ſtable for a brute to lie in? | 
Dor. Meaning your huſband, I ſuppoſe? 
Mrs. Sal. Huſband ! No, even huſband is too ſoft a 
name for him—But come, I expect my brother here to- 
night or to-morrow; he was abroad when my father 
married me; perhaps he'll find a way to make me eaſy. 
Dor. Will you promiſe not to make yourſelf eaſy in 
the mean time with my Lord's friend? | 


. 


Mrs. Sul. You miſtake me, ſiſter It happens with 


us, as among the men, the greateſt talkers are the Saen. 
teſt cowards,; and there's a reaſon for it; thoſe ſpirits 
are ſpent in prattle, which might do more miſchief if 

they took another courſe —— Tho' to confeſs the truth, 

I do love that fellow ; And if I met him dreſt as 

he ſhould be, and J undreſt-as I ſhould: be Look e, 

ſiſter, I have no ſupernatural gift's! I can't ſwear 
tho' I can ſafely 
promiſe to avoid it; and that's as much as the beſt of 
| | 3 [Exeunt, 


Enter AIMWELL and Arcuer laughing. 8 
Arch. And the awkward kindneſs of the Food mo- 
_ therly old gentle woman. 


Aim, 


_— a * 


* 
- 


Aim. And the coming eaſineſs of the young one 
death, tis a pity to deceive her. | 

Arch, Nay, if you adhere to thoſe principles, ſtop 
where you are. | „„ 

Aim. I can't ſtop; for I love her to diſtraction. 

Arch. Sdeath, if you love her a hair's-breedth be- 
yond diſcretion, you muſt go no farther. 

Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſaun- 
tering away our idle evenings at White's, Tom's, or 
Will's, and be ſtinted to bare looking at our old ac- 
quaintance, the cards, becauſe our impotent pockets 
can't afford us a guinea for the mercenary drabs. _ 

Arch. Or be oblig'd to ſome purſe-proud coxcomb 
for a ſcandalous bottle, where we muſt not pretend to 
our ſhare of the diſcourſe, becauſe we can't pay our 
club o' th' reckoning :— Damn it, I had rather. 
ſpunge upon Morris, and ſup upon a diſh of bohea ſcor'd 
behind the door. 1 Ts 

Aim. And there expoſe our want of ſenſe by talking 
criticiſms, as we ſhou'd our want of money by railing ' 
at the government. OG „„ 

Arch. Or be oblig'd to ſneak into the ſide - box, and 
between both houſes ſteal two acts of a play; and be- 
cauſe we ha'n't money to ſee the other three, we come 
away diſcontented, and damn the whole five. 

Aim. And ten thouſand raſcally tricks had we 
outliv'd our fortunes among our acquaintance But 
now | | 15 

Arch. Ay, now is the time to prevent all this Strike 
while the iron is hot This prieſt is the luckieſt part of 
our adventure; he ſhall marry you, and pimp for me. 

Aim. But I ſhould not like a woman that can be fo 
fond of a Frenchman. - | EY 

Arch. Alas, Sir, neceſſity has no law; the Lady 
may be in diſtreſs ; perhaps ſhe has a confounded huſ- 
band, and her revenge may carry her farther than her 
love—Egad, I have ſo good an opinion of her, and of 
myſelf, that I begin to fancy ſtrange things; and we 
muſt ſay this for the honour of our women, and indeed 


of 
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arreſt you as a traitor againſt the government; you're 
a ſubje&t of England, and this morning ſhew'd me a 
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of ourſelves, that they do ftick to their men, as they do 


to their magna charia If the plot lies as I ſuſpect 
Il muſt put on the gentleman —— But here comes the 


docior: I ſhall be ready. 


- Enter FoicarD. 
Foig. Saave you, noble friend. | 
Aim. O Sir, your ſervant: pray, doctor, may I 
"crave your name? | | | 
5 Foig. Fat naam is upon me? My naam is Foigard, 
Joy. | | 
Aim. Foigard! a very good name for a clergyman: 
pray, doctor Foigard, were you ever in Ireland? 
Foig. Ireland! No, Joy Fat ſort of plaace is dat 
ſaam Ireland ? dey ſay de people are catch'd dere when 
dey are young. | 
Aim. And ſome of em here when they're old ;—33 
for example [Takes Foigard by the ſboulder.] Sir, I 


commiſſion by which you ſerv'd as chaplain in the 
French army: this is death by our law, and your te- 
verence muſt hang for't. Ih 
Foig. Upon my ſhoul, noble friend, dis is ftrange 
news to tell me, Fader Foigard a ſubje& of England! 
de ſon of a Burgomaſier of Bruſſels a ſubject of England! 
Ubooboo ” — 
Aim. The ſon of a bog-trotter in Treland; Sir, your 
tongue will condemn you before any bench in the 
kingdom. | 
Forg. And is my tongue all your evidenſh, Joy? 
Aim. That's enough. | 
Foig. No, no, Joy, for I will never ſpeak Engliſb 10 
more. | OO 5 
Ain. Sir, 1 have other evidence Here Martin, 
you know this fellow. 1 
6 Bier 
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Enter Ax chER. 2 
Arch. [ In a brogue.) Saave you my dear cuſſen, how 
does your health? 880 : | 
Foig. Ah! Upon my ſhoul dere is my countryman, 
and his brogue will hang mine [4fde.] Mynherr, ick 
abet neat watt hey zacht, ick uniwerſton ewe neat, ſacra- 
mant. 


Am. Altering your language won't do, Sir, this fel- 


er” o& 


low knows your perſon, and will ſwear to your face. 
; Foig. Faaſh! Fey, is dere a brogue upon my faaſni 
45 too? a | | 
A-ch. Upon my ſoulvation dere iſh Joy But, 

n: cuſſen Macſiſhane, vil you nou put a remembrance upon 

me. | | 
lat Foig. Mackſhane! By St. Patrick, dat iſh my naame 
en ſnure enough. | | : 

Aim. 1 fancy Archer, you have it. 
-28 Fiig. The devil hang you, Joy By fat acquain- 
1 tance are you my cuſlen ? | 
re Arch. O. de devil hang your ſhelf, Joy; you know 
ea we were little boys together upon de ſchool, and your 
the WY folter-moder's ſon was married upon my nurſe's chiſter, 


le- Joy, and ſo we are [r; cuſſens. | 


| Foig. De devil take de relation! Vel, Joy, and fat 
nee ſchool was it? a 


nd! Aich. I think it was Aay "twas T zpperary, 
and: Foig. Now upon my ſhoul, it was Kilkenny. 
Ain. That's enough for us Self confeſſion 

your Come, Sir, we muſt deliver you into the hand of the 
the BY next magiſtrate. . 5 

Arch. He ſends you to goal, you're tried next aſſizes, 
i and away you go ſwing into purgatory. 
| Foig And is it ſo wid you, cuſlen ? | 
65 0 Arch. It vil be ſo wid you, cuſſen, if you don't im- 


mediately confeſs the ſecret between you and Mrs 

artis, Gipſey Look'e, Sir, the gallows or the ſecret, 
take your choice. 5 

Foig. The gallows! upon my ſhoul I hate that name 

allows, for it is a diſeaſh dat is fatal to our rg 

| 'E 
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Vel, den, there is nothing, ſhentlemens, but Mrs. 
Sullen would ſpeak vid the Count in her chamber at 
midnight; and dereis no harm, Joy, for I am to con- 
duct the Count to the plaſh myſelf. 5 
Arch. As J gueſs'd Have you communicated 
the matter to the Count? 
Foig. I have not ſheen him ſince. | 
Arch. Right agen; why then doctor, 
ſhall condu& me to the Lady inſtead of the Count. 
© Foig. Fat, my cuſſen to the Lady! Upon my ſhoul, 
gra, datis too much upon the brogue. 


you 


Arch. Come, come, doctor; conſider we have got 
a rope about your neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, 
we'll ſtop your wind pipe, moſt certainly; we ſhall have 
another; job for you in a day or two, I hope. | 
Ain. Here's a company coming this way, let's into 
my chamber, and there concert our affairs farther. 
Arch. Come, my dear cuſſen, come along. [ Exeurt, 
Faig. Arra the devil take our relaſhion. 


Enter Boxirace, HounsLow, and BacsHOT at ont 
door, GIBBET at the oppoſite. 


- Prize. | 
 Hounſ. Dark as hell. | | 
Bag. And blows like the devil; our landlord here 
has ſhew'd us the window where we muſt break in, and 
tells us the plate ſtands in the wainſcot cupboard in the 
a | | 
Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Bag/hot, as the ſaying is, knives 
and forks, cups and cans, tumblers and tankards 
There's one tankard, as the ſaying is, that's near upon 
as big as me; it was a preſent to the ſquire from his 
godmother, and ſmells of nutmeg and toaſt like an 
Eaft-India ſhip. - | * | 
Houn/ſ. Then you ſay we muſt divide at the ſtair- head. 
Bon. Yes, Mr. Hounſlow, as the ſaying is At one 
end of the gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and her 
| | ' daughter; 


— 


Gib. Well, gentlemen, tis a fine night for enter - 
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daughter; and at the other, Mrs. Sullen.—As for the 
'{quire 

0055. He's ſafe enough, I have fairly enter'd him, 
and he's more than half ſeas. over already But 
ſuch a parcel of ſcoundrels are about him now, that, 
i'gad, I was aſham'd to be ſeen in their company. 

Ban. "Tis not twelve, as the ſaying 1 is -gentle- 

men, you muſt ſet out at one. 
Gib. Hounſlow, do you and Bag ſhot ſee our arms 
fix d, and I'll come to you preſently. 


Hounſ and Bag. We will. | CExeunt. | 
Gib. Well, my dear Bonny, you aſſure me that Scrub 
is a coward. 


Bon. A chicken, as thy ſaying i is 
no creature to deal with but the Ladies. : 
Gib. And I can aſſure you, friend, there's a great 
deal of addreſs and good manners in robbing a Lady; 
t. Jam the moſt a gentleman that way that ever travell'd 
the road But, my dear Bonny, this prize will be 
a galleon, a Vigo buſineſs I warrant you, we 
10 ſnall bring off three or four thouſand pound. 
Bon. In plate, Jewels and money, as the ſaying is, * 
r. ns you may. 7 : 
Gib. Why then, Tyburn, I defy thee ; I'll get up to 
town, ſel off my horſe and arms, buy myſelf ſome 2 


You'll have 


re pretty employment 1 in the law, and be as ſnug and as 
id honeſt as e er a long gown of 'em all. 
ne Bon. And what think you then of my daughter 
| Cherry for a wife. . 
- Gib. Look'e my dear Bomy—Cherry i is the podd, efs I 
= adore, as the ſong goes; but it is a maxim, that man | 
on and wife ſhould never have it in their power to hang one : 
$ another; for if they ſhould, the Lord have mercy on 
an em vols: | ns 
© | A G4 


7j 


or. Oming, comin 


wan of her ſpouſe. 


— 
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A C * V. - 
8 0 E N E continues. Knocking without. 


Enter BoxiFacs. 
A 3 and ſix foam- 
ing horſes at this time o' night] Some great 


man, as the ſaying is, for he ſcorns to travel with other 


people. 


Enter Sir CuARLES FREEMAN. 
Sir Ch. What, fellow! A public houſe, and a-bed 
when other people ſleep? 
Bon. Sir, I a'n't a-bed, as the ſaying 1 15. 


Sir C4. I ſee that, as the laying is! Is N Suller's | 
family a-bed, think'e ? 


he All but the Squire himſelf, Sir, as the ſaying 
is, he's in the houſe. 

Sir Cþ What company has 8 

Bon. Why, Sir, there's the conſtable, Mr. Su the 
exciſeman, the hunch-back'd barber, and two or three 
other gentlemen. 

Sir Ch. I find my ſiſter's letter gaye me the true 


Enter SuLLEN drunk. 
Bon. Sir, here's the Squire. 
Sul. The puppies left me aſle 
Sir Ch, Well. Sir. 
Sul. IL am an unfortunate man I have three 
thouſand pound a year, and | can't get a man to drink 
a cup of ale with me. 
Sir Ch. That” 5 Very nar. -.* 
Sul. Ay, Sir And unleſs you have pity on me, 
and ſmoke one pipe with me, 1 muſt e'en go home to 


my wife, and I had rather g0 to the devil by half. 4 


* 


Sir. 


man, ON 


e 
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Sir Ch. But I preſume, Sir, you won't ſee your wife 


to night, ſhe'll be gone to bed you don't uſe to lie 
with your wife in that pickle ? 

Sul. What! not lie with my wife? Why, Sir, do you 
take me for an athieſt, or a rake ? 


Sir Ch. If you hate her, Sir, I think you had better 
| lie from her. 


Sul. I think fo too, friend—— But L am a Juſtice of 
Peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the law. 
Sir Ch. Law! As I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no bod 
obſerves law for law's ſake, only for on good of — 
for whom it was made. 

Sul. But if the law orders me to ſend vou to gaol, 
you muſt lie there, my friend. 

Sir Ch. Not unleſs I commit a crime to deſerve it. 

Sul. A crime! Oons, a'n't I married ? 

Sir Ch, Nay, Sir, if you call marriage a crime, you 
muſt diſown it for law. 

Sul. Fh !——T muſt be acquainted with you, Sir: 


truth of this matter. 


Sir Cb. Truth Sir, is a profound ſea, and few tine 


be that dare wade deep enough to find out the bottom 
on't. Beſides; Sir, I'm afraid the line of your ander- 
ſtanding may 'n't be long enough. 

Sul. Look'e, Sir, I have nothing to ſay to your ſea 
of truth, but if a good parcel of land can entitle a 
man to a little truth, I have as much as any he 1 in the 
country. 

Bon. I never heard your worſhip, as the ſaying is, 
talk ſo much before. 

: Sul. Becauſe 1 never met with a man that I lik'd be- 
fore. 

Bon. Pray, Sir, as « the ſaying is, let us aſk you. one 
queſtion : are not men and wife one fleſh! 


Sir Ch. You and your wife, Mr. Guts, may be one 
fleſh, becauſe you are nothing © elſe 


creatures have minds that muſt be united, 
Sul. Minds! 


5 Ne . 


But, Sir, I ſhou'd be very glad to know the 


But rational 
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Sir CH. Ay, minds, Sir z don't you think that the 


mind takes place of the body ! 
Sul. In ſome people. 


Sir Ch. Then the intereſt of "We maſter EP be con- 
Tulted before that of his ſervant. 


Sul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to- morrow 
Oons, I always thought that we were naturally one. 


Sir Cb. I know that my two hands are naturally one, 


becauſe they love one another, kiſs one another, help 
one another in all the actions of life; but I could not 
ſay ſo much, if they were always at cuffs. 

Sul. Then 'tis plain that we are two. 

Sir C5. Why don't you part with her, Sir? 

Sul. Will you take her, Sir? 
Sir C4. With all my heart. 


Sul. You ſhall have her to-morrow morning, and 4 


veniſon- paſty into the bargain. 
Sir Ch. You'll let me have her fortune too? 


Sul. Fortune ! why, Sir, I have no quarrel to her 
.fortune 


but the woman ſhall go. - 

Sir Ch. But her fortune, * | 

Sul. Can you play at ai, Sir? 
Sir C4. No, truly, Sir. | 

80 Nor at all. four? N 
Sir Ch. Neither. 
Sul. Oons! where was the man bred” ? [ A/de.)] Burn 
me, Sir, I can't go home, tis but two a-clock. 
Fir Ch. For half an hour, Sir, if you pleaſe——— 
But you muſt conſider tis late. 


Sul. Late! that's the reaſon I can't go to bet — 
Come, 2 


| Enter CHERRY, runs acroſi the Stage, at "ELD at 
AlMWELL's Chamber-door, Enter A1MWELL in his 
night-cap and gown. 


Am. What's ths matter? You tremble, child, you're 
— 5 | 


I only hate the woman, Sir; and none 


Cher. 


by nnn 
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- Cher. No wonder, Sir——But in ſhort, Sir, this x 
very minute a gang of * are ene to rob my LOWE . A 
Bountiful's houſe. | | — 9 
Aim, How ! EY 


Cher, 1 dogg'd them to the very door, and left em 
breaking in. 


Aim. Have you alarm d any body elſe with the 
news? | 
Cher. No, no, Sir 3 1 1 —— to have diſcover'd the 
whole plot, and twenty other things, to your man 

Martin; but I have ſearch'd the whole houſe, and can't 
find him: where is he? = 
Aim. No matter, child; will you guide me imme- 
diately.to the houſe? | 
ber. With all my heart, Sir; my Lady Bountiful i * 
my godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda ſo well 

Am. Dorinda ? The name inſpires me, the glory 
and the danger ſhall be all mine own — Come, my Life, 
let me but get * ſword. ä [Exeunt. 


SC E N E Danger to a Bed. Clin in : Lady 
Bountiful's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. SULLEN and DoRIxDA 3 a table | 
and lights, 


n Dor. i very late, filter ; no news of your ſpouſe _ 
Fett” +; | 
5 Mrs. Sul. 8 ; I'm condeing'd: to hs alone till to- 
wards four, and then, perhaps, I may be executed 
Vich his company. 
Dor. Well, my dear, I'll leave you to your reſt ; 
„ = ll go directly to bed, I ſuppoſe? 


Mrs. Sul. I dot know what to do: hey ho * 
ta Dor. That's a deſiring figh, ſiſter. 
Mrs. Sul. This is a languiſhing hour, ſiſter. 


Der. And might prove a critical minute, if the pret- 
ty fellow were here. 


Mrs. Sud. aer what i in my bed-chamber, at ty o 
K ne 
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o'clock i'th' morning, I undreſs'd, the family aſleep, my 
hated huſband abroad, and my lovely fellow at my a 
feet ——O gad, ſiſter. . „ 
Dor. Thoughts are free, ſiſter, and them I allow ks 
\. you———So, my dear, good night. (Exit. 
Mrs. Sal. A good reſt to my dear Dorinda. 
Thoughts free! are they ſo? Why then ſuppoſe him P 
here, dreſs'd like a youthful, gay, and burning bride- 
groom ; [ Here Archer fleals out of the cloſet.) with ba 
tongue enchanting, eyes bewitching, knees imploring, 
[Turns a little on one fide, and fees Archer in the poſtur: 
ſhe deſcribes] Ah! {Shrieks, and runs to the other fide of 
che flage } Have my thoughts rais'd a Spirit 
What are you, Sir, a man or devil ? 
:* Arch. A man, a man, Madam. [Rifanp, 
Mrs. Sul. How fhall I be ſure of it. 5 
Asccb. Madam, I'll give you demonſtration this mi- ?* 


n ' . [T akes her band, | 
. Mrs. Sal. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude ? 5 
Arch. Ves, Madam, if you pleaſe. 85 
Mrs. Sul. In the name of wonder whence came ye 58 


Arch. From the ſkies, Madam I'm a Jupiter in 
love, and you ſhall be my Alemena. Sv 
Mrs. Sal. How came you in? 55 | 
Arch. I flew in at the window, Madam; your couſin 1 

f 
\ 


—— ey — 
. OY 2 * 


Cupid lent me his wings, and your ſiſter Venus open d 
the caſement. 8 „„ 
Mrs. Sul. I'm ſtruck dumb with admiration ! 


— 


* 
Arch. And I with wonder. [Looks paſſionately at her. Ta 
| Mrs. Sul. What will become of me? a 
Arch. How beautiful ſhe looks . — The teeming And 
| Jolly ſpring ſmiles in her blooming face, and when ſteſ men 
| \ was conceiv'd, her mother ſmelt to roſes, look'd o- * 
4 | lilies 7 ' = on 
Lilies unfold their aubite, their fragrant charms, * 
\ rap When the warm ſun thus darts into their arms. joys 
. | | 0 | Runs to her. M 
i Mrs. Sul. Ah! [Shrieks.} 2 


Arch Oons, Madam, what do you mean? you II 


raiſe the houſe. 


Mrs. Sul. Sir I'll wake the dead before I'll bear this. 
—  — What; approach me with the freedoms of a 


| keeper! I'm glad on't, your impudence has cur'd me. 


Arch. If this be impudence. [ Kneels.] | leave to your 
partial ſelf; no panting pilgrim, after a tedious, pain- 
ful voyage, &er bow'd before his ſaint with more de> 
votion. 

Mrs. Sul. Now, now, I'm rain'd if he kneels. Aide. T 
Riſe thou proſtrate ingineer; not all thy undermining . 
{il} ſhall reach my heart Riſe and know I am a 


woman without my ſex; I can love to all the tender- - 


neſs of wiſhes, fighs, and tears But go no further. 
Still to convince you that I'm more than woman, 


I can ſpeak my frailty, confeſs my weakneſs even for | 


ut 


ou 
f Arch. For me! | [Going to lay bold on ber. 

Mrs. Sul. Hold, Sir, build not upon that for my 
moſt mortal hatred follows, if you diſobey what | com- 
mand you now—— leave me this min he de- 
nies, I'm Toft. © LA. 

Arch. Then you'll Fend 5 

Mrs. Sul. Any thing another time. 
Arch. When ſhall 1 come ?' 

Mrs. S. To morrow, when you will. 

Ach Your lips muſt ſeal the promiſe, 
Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw! | 


Ach. They mot, they muſt, IK Yer zer] Raptures 


and paradiſe! And why not now my angel? the 
time, the place, ſilence and ſecrecy, all conſpire. 


And the now conſcious ſtars have pre ordain'd this mo- 

ment for my happineſs. [i akes her in his arms. 
Mrs. Sal. You will not, you cannot fure. 
Arch. If the ſun rides faſt, and diſappoints not mor- 


tals of to. morrou/ s dawn, this night ſhall crown my 5 


joys. 
Mrs. Sul. My ſex's pride aſſſt me! | 
Arch, My ſex's ſtrength help me. | 
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Mes. 877. You ſhall kill me TENT: : 
Arch. T'll die with you. Carrying ber 1 


. Mrs, Sud. TI thieves, murder ! 


Enter Scan in bis breeches and one e 
Serub. Thieves, thieves, murder, popery ! 
Arch, Ha! the very timorous ſtag will kill in rut- 
ting-time. [Draws and-offers to flab Scrub. 
Scrub. [Kneeling] O pray, Sir, PRE all I 5 
and take my life. 


Mrs. Sul. | Holding Archer + hand] What does the 


fellow mean? 


Scrub. O Madam! down upon my knees, your 
marrow- bones he's one of them. 
Arch. Of whom ?. 


Scrub. One of the ges 1 beg your 5455 


one of the honeſt gentlemen that * now are broke 
into the houſe. | 


Arch, How! - N 

Mrs. Sul. I hope you did not come to rob me? 

Arch. Indeed I did, Madam, but I would have taken 
nothing but what you might very well ha' ſpar'd ; but 
your crying thieves has wak'd this dreaming fool, and 
ſo he takes em for granted. 


Scrub. Granted ! 'tis granted. Sir; ; take all we have. 


Mrs. Sul. The fellow looks as if he were broke out 


_” of Bedlam. 


Scrub. Oons, Madam ! they are broke into the hooſs 


with fire and ſword ; I ſaw nw, AD — — 71 l 


be here this minute. 

Arch. What, thieves! _ 

Scrub? Under favour, Sir, 1 think "IN 
Mrs. Sul. What ſhall we do, Sir? 

Arch. 1 wiſh your Ladyſhip a good night. 

Mrs Sul. Will you leave me? 
+ Arch, Leave you! Lord, Madam, did not you com- 
mand me to be gone juſt now, yu pain 5 your im- 
mortal hatred, 1 

Mrs 


m- 


"techs This way——here- 0 


n 1 . 92 F Se N * „ * 
- : [ £ Re" 
7 


— 


* 
14 


Mrs. Sal. Nay, but pray, Sir — 


—— You fee now, Madam, you muſt uſe men one 


way or other; but take this by the way, good Madam, 
that none but a fool will give you the benefit of his 
courage, unleſs you'll take his love along with it 


How are they arm'd, friend? a 
. Scrub, With ſword and piſtol, Sir. 


Arch, Huſh I ſee a dark lanthorn coming thro*. 
the gallery—— Madam, be aſſured I will protect you, 


o 


or loſe my life. MEE 
Mrs. Sul. Your life! no, Sir, they can rob me of 


nothing that I value half ſo much; therefore now, Sir, 


let me intreat you to be gone. . 


— 


Arch, No, Madam, I'll conſult my own ſafety for 


„ 


the ſake of yours; 1'll work a ſtratagem: have you - 
courage enough to ſtand the appearance of em: 
Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, fince I have ſcap'd your hands, 


I can face any thing. 


Arch, Come hither, brother Scrub ; don't you know 


me? 5 | | 
Scrub, Eh 1 my dear brother, let me kiſs thee. 


* 


Archer and Scrub. hide behind the bed. 


Euter G1BBET with a dark Janthorn in one hand, and a 


| piſtol in Bother. 5 
Cib. Ay, ay, this is the chamber, and the Lady alone. 
Mrs. Sul. Who are you, Sir? what wou'd you have ? 
d'ye come to rob me ? | „ 
Gib. Rob you! Alack a-day, Madam, I'm only a 


younger brother, Madam; and fo, Madam, if yon 


make a noiſe, I'll ſhoot you through the head : but 
don't be afraid, Madam. [Laying the lanthorn and 
Piſtol upon the table.) Theſe rings, Madam; don't be 
concern'd, Madam; I have a profound reſpe& for 


you, Madam; your keys, Madam; don't be frighted, 


Madam; 


Cf (Takes hold of bin. 
Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my turn to be raviſh'd - 


». - [Kifes Archer. 
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Madam ; I'm the moſt of a gentleman : (Szar; tins 
her pockets.) This necklace, Madam; I never 5 
rude to any Lady -l have a veneration for this 
necklace ere Archer having come round,- and 
ſtix d. the pt 78 takes Gibbey by the collar, trips up bir 
heels, and claps the piſtol to his breaſt. 


0 thy ſacrilege. 


Gib. O! pray, Sir, dou tkill me; T an't prepar 4. 
Ach. How many is there of em. Scrub? h 
Scrab, Five and forty, Sir. 


„of the way. 
| Cib. Hold! hold ! sir; we are vac three upon 1 
honour. © 
A ch. Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him ? 
Scrub. Not I, Sir; kill him, kill him. 


doctor: bring him hither preſently. 


Come, rogue, if you 1 a ſhort prayer, ſay it. 
Si. Sir, 1 have no prayer at ail; the government 
has provided a chaplain to ſay” prayers for us on theſe 
._ occaſions. 


Mrs. S“. Pray, Sir, don t kill him 
me as much as him. | 
Arch. The dog ſhall die, Madam, for being che 
| occaſion of my diſappointment Sirrah, this mo- 
ment is _ laſt. 


SGi. Sir, I'll give you: two hundred pounds t to ſpare 
my 3 
Arch. Have you no more, raſcal? 
Gib. Ves, Sir, I can command four hundred; but ! 
muſt reſerve two of 'em to ſave my Ufe at the Sefvons 


You fright 


Enter ScruB and Wi i 

Te, ant doctor; I ſuppoſe Scrub and you, bs 
| tween you, ar — him- Lay hold of him, 

| [Foigard _ beld of 22 
Cib. 
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Arch. Hold, profane e and take the reward 


Arch Then 1 malt kill the 9 to 11 him 6 out 


Arch. Run to Gies chamber, there you'll find the 


Exit Scrub running. 
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Gib. What! turned over to the prieſt alrendy—— 
Look'e, doctor, you come before your time; I an't 
condemn'd yet, I thank ye. 

Foig. Come, my dear Joy, I will ſecure your body 
and your ſhoul too: T will make you a good catholic, 
and give you an abſolvtion. 


Gib. Abſolution } can you yon me a pardon, 


doctor? — 
Foig. No, Joy— 
Gib. Then you and your abſolution may go te the 
devil. 


Arch. Convey him into the cellar, there bind him ; 
Take the piſtol, and if he offers to reſiſt, ſhoot 
him thro' the head- and come back to us with all 
the ſpeed you can. 


Scrub. Ay, ay; come, doctor, do you hold him 
faſt, and I'll guard him. 


0 Mrs. Sal. But how came the doctor? 
| Arch. In ſhort, Madam ——— ——(Shrieks without. 
8 'Sdeath ! the rogues are at work with the other Ladies 


—— [I'm vex'd 1 parted with the piſtol ; but | muſt 


fly to their aſliftance—— Will you ſtay here, TO 
le or venture yourſelf with me? 


| Mrs. Sul. Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you: /: © 
; [Takes him 2 the arm, and exeunt. 


= C E NE changes to 3 Apartment in ib 
fame houſe. | 


Enter HounsLow dragging the Lady 1 


and. Ba dsHH z: hauling in Don inna: z the og 
with is drawn. 


Hounſ. Come, come, your jewels, Miſtreſs. 
Bayh. Your keys, your keys, old Gentleuoman. 


| Rater A1MwELL and CHERRY. 
Aim. Torn this way, villains; 1 durſt engage an 
r in Foc a Cauſe, IA e engages em both, '_ 


this. 


. #7 | 80 Turn BEAU X. STR ATAGE M. : 
| Dor. ©, Madam had I but a ſword. to help the 


brave man! 
I. Bount. There's three or four hanging up in the 
hall, but they won't draw. Tl £0 fetch one however, 
| | Exit. 
Enter Arcusn and Mrs. SULLEN. | L _ 
-- Arch, Hold, hold, my Lord; every man his bird, 
pray. | [They engage man to man ; the rogues. are 
a thrown down, and diſarmed. 
* Cher. What! the rogues taken! then they'll impeach- 
wy father ! I muſt give him timely notice. 
¶ Runs out. 
* Shall we-kill'the rogues? | 
Aim. No, no; we'll bind them. 8 | 
Arch. Ay, ay; here, Madam, lend me your ter. 
[To Mrs. Sullen, auh flands by him. 
Mrs Sul. The devil's in this fellow; he fights, 
loves, and banters all in a breath: here's a cord that 
the rogues brought with em, I ſuppoſe. | 
- Arth. Right, right; the rogue's deſtiny, a rope to 
hang himſelf. Come, my Lord——this is but a 
ſcandalous fort of an office; [Binding the rogues toge- 
ther.] if our adventures ſhou'd end in this ſort of 
_ hangman-work; but I hope there is ſomething. in 
proſpect that. Enter Scrub. Well, Scrub, have you 
ſecured your Tartar? 
Serub. Ves, Sir, I left the Prieſt and him diſputing 
About religion. 
Aim. And pray carry theſe gentlemen to reap the 
benefit of the controverly. [Delivezs the priſoners to 
Scrub, abo leads em out. 
- "Mrs. Su. Pray, fiſter, how came my Lord here ? 
Dor. And pray, how came the gentleman here ? 
Ms. Sul. T'll tell you the greateſt piece of villainy— 
[They talk in dumb ſhrew. 
Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have been more ſucceſs- 
ful in your adventures than the houſe · breakers. 
| Arch... No matter for my adventure, yours. is the 
R her * minute to marry; ou, 
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now, while ſhe's hurried between the palpitati- 
on of her fear and the joy of her deliverance ; now, while 

| the tide of her ſpirits are at high flood ; -throw 
yourſelf at her feet, ſpeak ſome Romantic nonſenſe or 

| other ;—addreſs her, like Alexander in the height of 
his victory; confound her fenſes, bear down her rea- 
ſon, and away with her The prieſt is now in the 
cellar, and dare not refuſe to do the work. 


| Bute: Lady BounTievi. : 
fm. But how ſhall 1 i off without being obſerv'd? 


Arch. You a lover! and not find a wt to get off 
— —— Let me ſee. 


Aim. You bleed, Archer. 3 
. Arch. Sdeath, I'm glad on't; this wound will 4 de 
the buſineſs I'll amuſe the old Lady and Mrs. 


Dorinda. 

L. Bount. Gentlemen cou'd we underſtand how you 
would be gratified for the ſervice 
1 Arch, Come, come, my Lady, this is no time for. 
8 compliments; Im wounded, Madam. | 
f L. Bount. and Mrs. Sul. How! wounded ! 
n Dor. J hope, Sir, you have receiv'd no hurt? 
u Aim. None but what you may cure. 

Makes love in dumb eau. 

9 L. Bount. Let me ſee your arm, Sir——[ maſt have 


ſome powder-ſugar to ſtop the blood O me! an 

e Wz!y gaſh; upon my word, Sir, you muſt go into bed. 

170 Arch. Ay, my Lady, a bed would do very well 

. Madam, [To Mrs. Sullen] will you do me the favour. 
bo conduct me to a chamber? 

L. Bount, Do, do, daughter 

lint, and the probe, and the plaiſter ready. 


[Runs out one way, Aimwell carries 47 Dotinda | 
another. 


Arch. - Come, Madam, why don't you obey your 
mother? 8 commands. 5 
| Mrs. 
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Mrs, Sul. How can you after what i is ran. have the 


confidence to atme?! 
Arch. And if you go to that, 3 can you, after 
what i is paſt, have the confidence to deny me f——— 


Was not this blood ſhed in your defence, and my life 
expos'd for your protection ?—Look'e Madam, I'm 
none of your romantic fools, that fight giants and 
monſters for nothing,; my valour is downright Sww/s ; 
I am a ſoldier of fortune, and muſt be paid. 

Mrs. Sal. Tis ungenerous in you, Bir, to upbraid 
me with your ſervices. 

Arch. Tis ungenerous in you, Madam, not to re- 
Ward 'em. 

Mrs. Sal. How ! at the expence of my 8 

Arch. Honour! can honour conſiſt with ingrati- 
if you wou'd deal like a woman of honour, do 
like a man of honour : d'ye think I would deny you in 
ſuch a caſe. 


* 


Enter a PACAP OS, 


Ser. Madam, my Lady order'd me to tell you, that 


your brother is below at the gate. 

Mrs. Sul. My brother! heavens be prais 'd—Sir 
he ſhall thank 855 for your ſervices ; he has it in his 
power. 

Arch. Who is your brother, Madam? 


Mrs. Sal. Sir Charles Freeman — Vou'll excuſe me, 


Sir; I muſt go and receive him. 
2 Sir Charles Freeman ! death and hell 


My old acquaintance. Now unleſs Aimwe// has made 


good uſe of this time, all our fair machine * ſouze 
into the * like the Ediflone. 1 


SCENE changes to the Galley in the Same 


i . houſe. 


5 Enter AtMWELL and mas 


1 


255 


Tos BEA Vx $ TR A ATAGE M. 1 
ls N though I muſt own you Lordſhip bad oy Ky 4 


e a friend im the fort betore. RG 

| Am. The iweets of . dwell upon. her tongue, = 
r here, doctor.— e b fy 
e Taler n avith a bool. . 
2 | 


Fai Are you r'd boat? 
Fug. I'm NT firſt my Lord, one word 
I have a frightful example of a haity marriage in my 
own family; when I reflect upon 't, it ſhocks me—— 
Pray, my Lord. conſider a little 1 
b Aim. Conſider! Do e doubt my honour or my 3 
ove ? | "I 
Dor. Neither; 1 do believe: you equally juſt as brave 
and were your whole ſex drawn out for me to- 
chuie, L wou'd not caſt a look upon the multitude if 
you were abſent - But, my Lord, Im a woman z. 
in colours, concealments, may hide a thouſand faults in 
me Therefore know me better firſt; 1 hardly dare 
affirm I know myſelf in any thing except my love. 


"at Aim. Such goodneſs who could. injure! I ind myſelf 3 5 2 
i unequal to the taſł of a villain ; fhe has gain'd my ſoul, 9 
my and made it honeſt like her own——-l cannot hurt 


his her. [ Aſide.] Doctor, retire. [ Exit. Foigard ] Madam. 

| behold your lover and your proſelyte, judge of my _ 
paſſion by my converſion. I'm all a lye, nor 

ne, dare I give a fiction to your arms: I'm all a Counter» | 
feit, except my paſhon. 5 


Ns Dar. Forbid it, heaven! a counterfeit! | - 
ade BS Aim. l am no Lord, but a poor needy man, cone 
uze with a mean, a ſcandetons deſign to prey upon your” 
xil. fortune But the beauties of your mind and perſon 


have fo won me from myſelf, that, like a truſty ſervantt. 
I prefer / the intereſt of my miſtreſs to my own.  _ 
Dor. Sure I have had the dream of ſome poor wa- 
riner, a ſleeping image of a welcame port, and wake: 
involv d in ftorms— Pray, Sir, who are you? 3 
Aim. Brother to the man whoſe title-I GOES but 
* to his honour or his ſortune. 1 5 
4 o. 


| "TVs - Tur 5 BEAUX STRATAG EM. 
Dor. Matchleſs honeſty Once I was Sk Sir, of 


your wealth and title, but now am prouder | that you 
want it : now I can ſhew my love was juſtly levell'd, wit 
and had no aim but love. Doctor, come in. | | 
Enter Foicanp at one door, Girtzr at another, who da. 
_ evhiſpers DorINDA. 7 
Your pardon, Sir, we ſhan't want you now. Sir, you ha) 
muſt excuſe me. Pl wait on you preſently. p 
[Exit with Gipſey. 5 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul, now, dis is fooliſh, [ Exit. 
Aim. Gone! And bid the prieſt N It has 1 
an ominous look. _ to! 
Enter Anenga. | ted 

Arch. Courage, T om.: Shall I wiſh you joy # 

Ain. No. £ 
Acb. Oons! man what ha' you been doing? 1 
An. O Archer! my honeſty, I wr, has ruin'd me, our 
Arcb. How! 4 
Aim. I have diſcover'd myſelf. D 
Arch. Diſcover d! and without my conſent * what! A. 
Have I embark'd my ſmall remains in the ſame bot- way. 
tom with yours, and you MIT of all without my part- give 
nerſhip. D 
Aim. O, 77 3 I own my fault. | A 
Arch. After conviction— tis then too late for par- A, 
don——You may remember, Mr. Aimavell, that you Fo 


propos'd this folly—As you begun, ſo end it—Hence- Ar 
forth I'll hunt my fortune ſingle. — So farewell. D 

Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a minute. other 

Arch. Stay! What to bedeſpis'd, expos'd and laugh'd hide 1 
at!—No: I wou'd ſooner change conditions with lf ceal | 
the worſt of the rogues we: juſt now bound, than bear IM {on t! 
one ſcornful ſmile from the e Knight, that once I true I 


treated as my equal. | | Joy. 
- Aim. What Knight? þ now p 
Arch. Sir Charles Freeman, brother to the Lady that Win the 
T had almoſt——-But no matter for that, 'tis a curſed Ai 


night's work, and ſo 1 leave you to make the beſt 2 Doi 
. Z Am 


Am. 8 p One word, Archer: Sen 1 
have hepes; * ſhe receiv'd my confeſſion 


with pleaſure. : 4 


Arch. Sdeath, who doubts it? 5 
Aim. She a er after to the match, and ſtill 1 
dare believe ſhe will be juſt, 
| Arch. To herſelf, I * her, as you ſhould 
have been. 
Aim, By all my hopes ſhe c comes,- and ſmiling comes, 


Enter DoxIx DA mighty gay. 


to your arms. The minutes of my abſence was a 
tedious year. Where's this prieſt ? 
Enter FolcaRD. 


Arch, Oons, 2 brave girl! 


our affairs ? 
Arch. Yes, yes, Keds, I'm to be your father. | 
Dor. Come, prieſt do your office. 
Arcb. Make = 
way. [Takes Aimyell's hand.] Cay Madam, I'm to 
give you. 
Dor. My mind's alter'd ; I wont. 
Arch. Eh | 
Aim. I'm onda. 
Foig. Upon my ſhoul, and ſho is myſhelf. 
Arch. What's the matter now, Madam? | 
Dor. Look'e, Sir, one generous action deſerves an- 
other This gentleman's honour oblig'd him to 


d hide nothing from me ; my Juſtice engag d me to con- 


h Wl ccal nothing from him: in ſhort, Sir, you are the per- 
ar ſon that you thought you counterfeited ; you are the 


I true Lord Viſcount A:mwe!l ; and I with your Lordſhip 


joy. Now, prieſt, you may be gone; if my Lord is 
now pleas'd with the match, let his Lordſhip marry” me 
at in the face of the worl 
ed Am. Archer, what does' ſhe mean ? 
t Dor, Here's a witneſs for my truth, 


Dor. Come, my dear Lord—1I fly with impatience | 


Dor. I ſuppoſe, my Lord, this gentleman is privy to 


aſte, make haſte; couple em any 
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| accident. 


Freeman. My Lord, I wiſh you joy. My Lady, 1 


n 
n 


* — , 
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my Lord? don't you remember ſomething of a 


tmhis Lady's fortune, which, I think, will amount to 


— 22 ͤ—̃ — 
— —— wy * 


——— r 
way vo I robe mich, 


| throat juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive this Lady. 


the itakes : take the ten thouſand — or the Lady. 


very well that I'll take the money; I'll leave you to 


: Joy . 


4 1+ Enter Sir ChaRLEs and Mrs. SULLEN. © 
Sir Co. My dear Lord Aimauoll, I with you joy. 
Aim. Of what? 

Sir Ch. Of your 1 oats Vour brother 
died the day before 1 lett London, and all your friends 
have writ after you to Brujjels ;. thong the reſt, 1 did 

myſelf the honour. ' 

Arch. Hark'e, Sir Knight, don't you banter now? 

Sir Cb. Tis truth, upon my honour. 

Aim. Thank's to the Pregnant ftars that form'd this 


Arch, Thanks to the womb of time that brought it 
forth; away with-it. 
Ain. Thanks to my guardian angel that led me to 
the prize Laing Dorinda's hand 
A-ch. And double thanks to the noble Sir Chart: 


wiſh you joy I'gad Sir Freeman, you're the ho- 
neſteſt fellow living —Sdeath, l'm grown ſtrangely airy 
upon this matter—My Lord how dye? A word, 


previous agreement, that intitles me-to the moiety of 


five thouſand pound. 
Aim. Not a penny, A. F 4 you wou's ha' cut my 


Arch. Ay, and I'll cut your throat Rill, if you ſhov'd 


deceive her now. 


An. That's what I expect; and: to end the diſpute, 
the Lady's fortune is ten thouſand pound, we'll divide 


Dor. How ! is your Lordſhip fo indifferent? 
Arch. No, no, no, Madam ; his Lordſhip knows 


his Lordſhip, ans ſo we're both provided for. 


x; ol a. 25 


Fug. Arra no de en do 02 2 de al robb', 
8 Ain. 


Ns ee 


Am. The Ladies have been in 1 abe Sir, 1 : 
ou ſaw. 
7 Foig. Upon my ſhoul, our inn be robb'd toe. | 8 
Aim, Our inn! by whom ? 8 
Foig. Upon my ſhalwation, our Landlord has robb'd 
himſelf, and run away wid da money. | 8 
Arch. Robb'd himſelf! 
Foig. Ay fait! and me too of a hundred pound. 
Arch. Robb'd you of a hundred pound? - | 
Foig. Ves fait, Honey, that I did owe him, 
Aim. Our money's gone, Frazk. 1 f 
Arch. Rot the money, my wench is e 
wen VOUS * choje ae Madamoiſeke CP ? 


Enter a Fellow with a frrong. Jos and a letter. * 

Fell, Is there one Martin here? 

Arch. Ay, ay ho wants him! 

Fell. 1 a box here, and a letter for him. 

Arch. [Taking the box) Ha, ha, ha, what's here? 
Legerdemain ! ' By this light, my Lord, our money 
again ! but this unfolds Jo riddle. [Opening the letter 
read.] Hum, hum, haom—O, tis for the public good, 
and multi be communicated to 22 company. 


£ * 


M.. Martin, 05 | 
Y Father l 1 of an impeachment wh the 
rogues that are taken to night, is gone off ; but. 
if you can procure bim à pardin, he'll make great diſ- 


liver c myſelf into” your hands, ewith a fum that mich 


= exceeds that in your firong box, which I have ſent you, 

- wh an aſſurance to my dear Martin, that 1 foall ever. 
be his 2 PO friend till death, 

| "RY Boniface. | 
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coweries that may be uſeful to the country, Could 1 ha : 
met you inſtead of your Mafter to night, I avould gave de= 


1 9 n / 
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There's a billet-doux for you—As for the father, [ 
think he ought to be encourag'd ; and for the daughter 
Fray, of Sur perſuade your bride to take her 
into your ſervice inſtead of Cipſey. 

Ain. I can aſſure you, Madam, your deliverance was 
owing to her diſcovery. 

Dor. Vour command, my Lord, will do without 
the obligation. III take care of her. 

Sir Ch. This good company meets opportunely in 


favour of a deſign I have m behalf of my — 9 — | 


ſiſter: I intend to part her from her huſband, .. 
nn, will you aſſiſt me? 

Arch. Aſſiſt you! 'ſdeath, who wou'd not? 

Foig, Ay, upon my ſhoul, we'll all aſſhiſt, 


Enter SULLEN. 
Sul. What's all this ? They tell me, {poule 
that you had like to have been robb'd. 


Mrs. Sul. Truly, ſpouſe, I was pretty near it— 


| had not theſe two gentlemen. interpos'd. 
Sul. How came theſe gentlemen here? 
Mrs. Sul. That's his way of returning thanks, you 
- muſt know. 

Foig. Ay, but upon my conſhience de queſtion be 
& propo, for all dat. ö 


Sir Ch. You promis'd laſt night, Sir, that you would 


deliver your Lady to me this morning. 

Sul Homph !-— 

Arch, Humph! what do you mean by humph — 
Sir, you ſhall deliver her In ſhort, Sir, we have 
ſav'd you and your family; and if you are not civil, 
we'll unbind the rogues, join with them, and ſet fire to 
your houſe What does the man mean ? not part 


with his wife ! | 
Foig. Arra, not part vid your wife! upon my ſhoul 
de man does not underſtand common ſhivility. © 
Mrs. Sul. Hold, gentlemen ; all things here muſt 
move by conſent ; com * would poll 1 us: by” my 
car 


2A ©& OO & Fry ky my 1 
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Dear and I talk the matter over, and you ſhall judge | 


between. us. 


Sil. Let me know firſt who a are to be our judges— 
Pray, Sir, who are you? 


Sir Ch. I am Sir Charles Femmes, < come "ONTO 5 


your wife! 

Sul. Amd you, ood Sir! EY 

Aim. Charles Viſcount Ainwell, come to take away 
your ſiſter. 

Sul. And you, pray Sir? 

Arch. Francis Archer, Eſq; come 

Sul. To take away my mother, I hope Gentlemen. 
you're heartily welcome: I never met with three more 
obliging people ſince I was born—And now, my dear, 
if you pleaſe, you ſhall have the firſt word. 


Mrs. Sul. Spouſe. 
Sul. Rib. | 
Mrs. Sul. How long have you kevin my ? 
Sul. By the almanac, fourteen months——but by 
my account fourteen years. 
Mrs. Sul. Tis thereabouts by my reckoning. 
Fiig, Upon my conſhience dere accounts vil a wa 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, ſpouſe, what did you Marry Tor 
dul. To get an heir to my eſtate. 5 
Sir Ch. And have you ſucceeded. DEED SS 
Sul, No. 
Arch. The condition fails of his fide,——Pray, 
Madam, what did you-marry for? 
Mrs. Sal. To ſupport the weakneſs of my ſex by 
8 the ſtrength of his, and to enjoy the R of an 
== agreeable ſociety. 
Sir Ch. Are your expellations anſwer'd? 
Mrs, Sul. No. 4 
Foig. Arra, Honeys, a Clear caaſe, a clear caaſe ! 
Sir Ch, What are the bars to your mutual contents. | 
ment ? 
Mrs. Sul. In the firſt lace, I can ' drink ale with bi. 
Sul. Nor can I dri _ with her. 


Arch. And the laſt, for five 5 87 [ Aide. 
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each other 


Away 


Mrs. Sal. I can't hunt with you. 


Sul. Nor can I dante with you. 


Mrs. Sul. 1 hate cocking and racing. 

Sul. And I abhor ombre and piequet. 

Mrs. S/. Your filence is intolerable. 

Sul. Your prating is worſe. 

Mrs. Sul. Have we not been a perpetual offence to 
A gnawing vulture atithe heart ? 

Sul. A frightful goblin to the ſight. 

Mrs Sul. A porcupine to the feeling. 


Sul. Perpetual wormwood to the taſte. 75 
Mrs. Sl. Is there on earth a hy we.can apree in? 
Sul. Yes 


to part. 
Mrs. SJ. With all my Roar, 
Sul. Your hand. | 


Mrs Sul. Here. 


Sul. Theſe hands join'd us, theſe ſhall part us 


* Mis. Sul. Norch. 

Sul. South. 

Mrs Sal. Eaſt. 

Sul. Weſt far as the * len 


Foig. Upon my ſhoul a very pretty genen, 


Sir CH. Now, Mr. Sullen, there wants only my fiſter's 


fortune to make us eaſy. 


Sul. Sir Charles, yoa love your ſiſter, and 1 love her 


fortune; every one to his fancy. 


Arch. Then you won't refund? 

© Sel. Not a fliver. | 

Arch. What is her portion ? 

Sir Ch. Ten thouſand pound, Sir. 

Arch. I'll pay it; my Lord, I thank him, has ena- 


bled me; and if the Lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall go home 
with me. This night's adventure has proved ftrangely 
Aucky to us all—For Captain Gibbet, in his walk, has 
made bold, Mr. Sullen, with your ſtudy and eſcritore, 
and has taken out all the writings of your eſtate, all the 
articles of marriage with your Lady, bills, bonds, leaſes, 


"receipts 
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receipts to an infinite value: I took 'em from him, and 


I deliver them to Sir Charles. | = 0 
[lives him a parcel of papers and parchments. 
Sul. How, my writings ! my head akes conſumedly,. 
Well, gentlemen, you ſhall have her fortune, but 
J can't talk. If you have a mind, Sir Charles, to be 
merry, and celebrate my ſiſter's wedding and my di- 
vorce, you may command my houſe but my head 
akes conſumedly Scrub, bring me a dram. - 


Arch. Madam, [Te Mrs. Sul.] there's a country- 


dance to the Trifle that I ſung to day ; your hand, and: 


we'll lead it up. 


Here a dance. 


Arch. Twould be hard to gueſs which of theſe parties: - 


is the better pleas'd, the couple join'd, or the couple 
parted ; the one rejoicing in hopes of an untaſted hap- 
pineſs, and the other in their deliverance from an expe- 
rienc'd miſery. 5 
Both happy in their ſeweral flates aue find: 
T hoje parted by conſent, and thoſe conjoin'd, _ 
Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the lawyer's fer. 
Conſent is law enough to ſet you free. 


The END of the Fir rn Acr.. 
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SONG of @ Txieie; 
Sung by Archer in the third ACT, 


Trifling ſong you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a trifle and ended: 
All trifling people draw near, 
And I ſhall be nobly attended. 


Were it not for trifles, a few, 

That lately have come into play; 
'The men wou'd want ſomething to do, 
And the women want ſomething to ſay. 


What makes men trifle in drefling ? 
Becauſe the Ladies (the) know) 

Admire by often poſſeſſing, 5 a 
That eminent trifle, a beau. 


When the lover his moments TR tnft'd, 
The trifle of trifles to gain; 

No ſooner the virgin is rifl'd, 

But a trifle will part em again. | 


What mortal man wou'd be able 
At White's half an hour to fit ? 

- Or who cou'd bear a tea-table, 

Without talking of trifles for wit? 


The Court is from trifles ſecure, 
Gold-keys are no trifles we ſee : 
White rods are no trifles, I'm ſure, 
Whatever their bearers may be. 


. 8 


But 


But if you will go to the place, 

Where triflesabundantly. breed. 
The levee will ſhew you his Grace 

Makes promiſes trifles indeed. 


A coach with fix footmen behind, „ 
I count neither trifle nor ſin: 1 
But, ye gods! how oft do we End. 

A ſcandalous trifle within? 


A flaſk of champaign, people think it 

A trifle, or ſomething as bad: 

= if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
ou'll find it no trifle,” egad ! 


A parſon s a trifle at ſea, 

A widow's a trifle in ſorrow : R 
A Peace is a trifle to-day : | 

Who knows what may happen to morrow x 


A black coat a trifle may cloke, 

Or to hide it, the red may endeavour: 
But if onee the army is broke, 

We ſhall have more trifles- than ever. 


The ſtage is a trifle, they ſay, 

The reaſon pray carry along, 

Becauſe at ev'ry new play, 

The houſe they with trifles ſo throng, 


But with people's malice to trifle, 
And to ſet us all on a foot: 
The author of this is a trifle, 
And his ſong is a trifle to boot. 
5 E PI. 
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EPILOGUE, 


Deſigned to be ſpoke 


By Mr. SMITH, the Author of 
Pn DRA and HIiPPOLITUuSs. 


. 


JF to our Play your Judgment can't be kind, 
Let its expiring Author Pity find: 
Survey his mournful Caſe with melting Eyes, 
Nor let the Bard be damn d before he dies. 
Forbear, you fair, on his laſt Scene to frown, 
But his true Exit with a Plaudit crown ; 
| Then ſhall the dying Poet ceaſe to fear 
The dreadful Knell, while your Applauſe he hears. 
At LeuQtra /o the congu'ring Theban dy'd- 
Claim'd his Friend Praiſes, but their Tears deny d: 
Pleas din the Pangs of Death, he greatly thought 
Conqueſt with Loſs of Life but cheaply bought. 
The Difference this, the Greek was one who'd fight, 8 : 


As brave, tho not ſo gay, as Serjeant Kite: 
The'Sons of Will's, what's that to thoſe who write 2 
To Thebes alone the Grecian ow'd his Bays: 2 
You may the Bard above the Hero raiſe, 5 


dince yours is greater than Athenian Praiſe. 
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